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To the Ri ght Honourable 
i 


Earl of SUNDERLAND. 


Principal Secretary of State, One of 
His Majeſty's meſt Honourable Privy- 


Council, &c. 


WXxadINCE I eannot promiſe you much 
Poetry in my Play, tis but reaſonable 
that I ſhou'd ſecure you from any Part 
SS of it in my Dedication. And indeed 
I cannot better diſtinguifh the Exact 
neſs of your Taſte from that of other 
Men, than by the Plainneſs and Sincerity of my Ac- 
| dreſs. I muſt keep my Hyberboles in Reſerve for 
Men of other Underſtandings: An hungry Appetite 
after Praiſe, and a ſtrong Digeſtion of it, will bear 
the Groſſneſs of that Diet: But one of ſo critical a 
KN as your Lordſhip, who can ſet the Bounds 


— — ry" 


of Juſt and Proper in every Subject, would give me 
ſmall Encouragement for ſo bold an Untertaking, I 


*. 
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a = 


more th.an ſuſpect, my Lord, that you wou'd not do 


d 
common J aſtice to 1our ſelf: And therefore, were 
Ito give that Character of you, which I*think you f 
truly merit, I wou'd make my Appeal from your C 
Lordſhip to the Reader, and wou'd juſtify my ſelf F 
from Flattery by the publick Voice, whatever Pro- 2 
teſtation you might enter to the contrary, But [ a 
find I am to take other Meaſures with your Lord- h 
ſhip; I am: to ſtand upon my Guard with you, and f 
to approach you as warily as Horace did Auguſtus; 7 
Cui malt fi palpere, recalcitrat undique tutus. bet 
An il-tim'd, or an extravagant Commendation, G 
wou'd not paſs upon you: But you wou'd keep off 7 
ſich a Dedicator at Arms-end; and ſend him :;" 
back with his Encomiums, to this Lord, or that Ne 
Lady, who ſtood in Need of ſuch trifling Mer. 
chandiſe. You ſee, my Lord, what an Awe you = 
have upon me, when I dare not offer you that W, 
| Incenſe, which wou'd be acceptable to other Pa- W. 
trons : But am forc'd to curb my ſelf, from aſcribing MM = 7 
to you thoſe Honours, which even an Enemy 1 
couꝰ'd not deny you. Yet I muſt confeſs I never Al 
practis'd that Virtue of Moderation (which is pro- all tt 
perly your Character) with ſo much ReluCtancy ge 
as now. For it hinders me from being true t o 0 
my own Knowledge, in not witneſſing your 5 
Worth; and deprives me of the only Means wuich Nags 


J had left, to ſhew the World that true Honour G 
and unintereſted Reſpect which I have always papel a: 


you. I would fay ſomewhat, if it were poſlible er 
which might diſtinguiſh that Veneration I have for O'S 
ou, from the Flatteries of thoſe who adore youll - Q a 
F ortune, But the Eminence of your Condition * 


1 
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We Epiſtle Dedicatory. 2 85 
in this Particular is my Unhappineſs : For it 
renders whatever I would ſay ſuſpected. Pro- 
ſeſſions of Service, Submiſſions, and Attendance, 


are the Practice of all Men to the Great: And 


commonly they who have the leaſt Sincerity, 


rform them beſt; as they who are leaſt ingag'd 


in Love, have their Tongues: the freeſt to coun- 


terfeit a Paſſion. - For my own Part, I. never 


cou'd ſhake off the ruſtick ' Baſhfulneſs which 
hangs upon my Nature; but valuing my. ſelf 
at as little as 


which are generally payed on ſuch Occaſions, 
are not my Talent. They may be real even in 


Courtiers, but they appear with ſuch a Face of 


Intereſt, that a modeſt Man wou'd think himſelf 
in Danger of having his Sincerity miſtaken for his 
Deſign, My Congratulations keep their Diſtance, 


and paſs no farther than my Heart. There it is 


that I have all the Joy imaginable, when I ſee true 


Worth rewarded, and Virtue uppermoſt in the 


Wack! | Trad! — 
If therefore there were one to whom I had the 
Honour to be known; and to know him ſo per- 
fectly, that I could ſay, without Flattery, he had 


all the Depth of Underſtanding that was requiſite 


in any able Stateſman, and all that Honeſty which 


commonly is wanting; that he was brave without 


Vanity, and knowing without Poſitiveneſs : That 
he was loyal to his Prince, and a Lover of his 
Country ; that his Principles were full of Mode- 


ration, and all his Counſels ſuch as tended to 
heal, and not to widen. the Breaches of the Na- 


tion: That in all his Converſation there appear'd 
a native Candour, and a Deſire: of doing Good 
in all his Actions; if fuch an one whom I have 

X35: de- 


am worth, have been afraid to 
render even the common Duties of Reſpect to thoſe 
who are in Power. The Ceremonious Viſits 
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ebe Epifle Diditator). 

Geſerib'd, were at the Helm, if he hat riſen by his 
Aferits,' afid were choſen out in the Neceflity and 
Preffures of Affairs; to renizdy our Confuſwns by 
the Seaſbnableneſs of his Advice, and to put a 
Stop to our Ruin, when we were juſt rowliny 
downward to the Precipice; I ſh then con- 
n in which I live, for the common 
I ſhould not deſpair of the Republick, 

chouph Hannibal were: at the Gates; I ſhould fend 
up my Vows for the Succeſs of fuch an Action, 
as Virgil did oh-the' like Occaſion for his Patron, 


when he was raiſi his Country from the 
Veſolations of a Cuil War, hs 


Hun m ever ſo juvenim ener tre ls 
N. gan. 1 job 


T- know not whither 1 am ranting. in this 


> Feſtaſy which is now upon me: I am almoſt 


ready to reaſſume the ancient 2 of Poetry; 
to point out, and propheſy the Who was 
born for no leſs an Undenaking, and whom 
Poſterity ſhall bleſs for its Accompliſnment. Me- 
thinks I am already taking Fire from ſuch 2 
Character, and making Room for him, under 
2 borrow'd Name, amongſt the Heroes of an 
Epict Poem. Neither could mine, or ſome more 
happy Genius, Want Erluouragenens under fuch a 


Patron. 
Pallis amat nofiram, quamois fit ruftica, Muſam.. 


But theſe are Conſiderations afar off, my Lord: 
the former part of the Propheec muft be firſt ac- 
compliſhed : the Quiet of the Nation muſt be ſe- 
cur'd: and a mutual Truſt, betwixt Prince and 
People, be renew'd : and then this great and Kn 

e , 


3 The Epiffle Deairatory. 
Man will have leiſure for the Ornaments of Peace”: 
and make our Language as much indebted to his 
Care, as the French is to the Memory of their fa- 
mous Richelieu. You know, My Lord, how Tow he 
lay'd the-Foundations of ſo great a Work: That he 
egan it with a Grammar and a Di#tiomary; with- 
out which all thoſe Remarks and Obſervations, 
which have ſince been made, had been perform'd to 
as little Purpoſe, as it wou'd be to conſider the Fur- 
niture of the Rooms, before the Contrivance of the 
Houſe, Propriety muſt. firſt be ſtated, ere any Mea- 
ſures of Elegance can be taken. Neither is one 
Vaugelas ſufficient for ſuch a Work. *T'was the 
Employment of the whole E for many Years; 
for the perfect Knowledge of a 'T ongue was never 
attain'd by any ſingle Perſon. The Court, the Col- 
lege, and the Town, muſt be join'd in it. And as 
our Engliſh is a Compoſition of the dead and living 
Tongues, there is requir'd a perſect Knowledge, not 
only of the Greek and Latin, but of the Old Ger- 
man, French, and the Italian and to help all theſe, 
a Converſation with thoſe Authors of our own, who 
have written with the feweſt Faults in Proſe and 
Verſe. But how barbarouſly we yet write and ſpeak, - 
{ your Lordſhip knows, and I am ſufficiently ſenſible 
in my own Englihs. For I am often put to a ſtand, 
in conſidering whether what I write be the Idiom 
of the Tongue, or falſe Grammar, and Nonſenſe 
couch'd beneath that ſpecious Name of, Angliciſin. 
And have no other way to clear my Doubts, but by 
tranſlating my Engliſb into Latin, and thereby try- 
ing what Senſe the Words will bear in a more ſtable 
Language. I am defirous, if it were poſſible, that 
we might all write with the ſame Certainty of 
Words, and Purity of Phraſe, to which the Italians 
firſt arriv'd, and after them the French: At leaſt 
tat we might advance ſo far, as our Tongue is ca- 
e pable 


n ee 


: * * 8 2 
* 
» 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
pable of ſuch a Standard. It wou'd mortify an En- 
gliſb Man to conſider, that from the time of Beceace 
and of Petrarch, the Italian has varied very little: 
And that the Engliſh of Chaucer their Contemporary, 
is not to be underſtood without the help of an Old 
Di#tionary. But their Goth and Vandal had the For- 
tune to be grafted cn a Reman Steck: Ours has 
the Diſadvantage, to be founded on the Dutch. We 
are full of Monoſyllables, and thoſe clogg'd with 
Conſonants, and our Pronunciation is efteminate : 
All which are Enemies to a ſounding Language. 
*Tis true that to ſupply our Poverty, we have traf 
Hck'd with out Neighbour Nations; by which 
means we abound as much in Words, as Am/ter- 
dam does in Religions ; but to order them, and make 
them uſeful after their Admiſſion, is the Difficulty, 
A greater Progreſs has been made in this, ſince his 
| Majeſty's Return, than perhaps ſince the Conqueſt 
to his T 
mains unfiniſh'd ; And that which has been done 
already, ſince it has only been in the Practice of 
ſeme few Writers, muſt be digeſted into Rules and 
Method, before it can be profitable to the General. 
Will your Lordſhip give me leave to ſpeak out at 
laſt? and to acquaint the World, that from your 
_ Encouragement and Patronage, we may one Day 
expect to ſpeak and write a Language, worthy of the 
Engliſh Wit, and which Foreigners may not diſdain 
to learn? Your Birth, your Education, your natural 
Endowments, the former Employments which you 
have had abroad, and that which to the Joy of good 
Men you now exerciſe at Home, ſeem all to conſpire 
to this Deſign : the Genius of the Nation ſeems to 
call you out as it were by Name, to poliſh and 
adorn your Native Language, and to taxe from it 
the Reproach of its Barbarity. Tis upon this En- 
couragement that I have adventur'd on the following 
Marat Critique, 


ime. But the better part of the Work re 


| ige which I humbly preſent you together with 
the Play: In which, though I have not had the Lei- 
ſure, nor indeed the Eneouragement to proceed to 
the principal Subject of it, which is the Words and 
Thoughts that are ſuitable to Tragedy; yet the 
whole Diſcourſe has a 'T endency that way, and is 
preliminary to it. In what I have already done, I 
doubt not but I have contradicted ſome of my for- 
mer Opinions, in my lecſe Eſſays of the like Na- 
ture: but of this, I dare affirm, that it is the Fault 
of my riper Age and Experience, and that Self-love, 
or Envy have no part init. The Application to En- 
gliſb Authors is my own, and therein perhaps I may 
have err'd unknowingly: But the Foundation of 
the Rules is Reaſon, and the Authority of thoſe li- 
ving - Criticks who have had the Fur to be 
known to you Abroad, as well as of the Ancients, 
who are not leſs of your Acquaintance. Whatſoeverit 
be, I ſubmit it to your Lordſhip's Judgment, from 
which I never will appeal, unleſs it be to your good 
Nature, and your Candour. If you can allow an 
Hour of Leiſure to the Peruſal of it, I ſhall be for- 
| tunate that I could ſo long Entertain you ; if not, I 
| ſhall at leaſt have the Satisfaction to know, that 
your Time was more uſefully employ'd upon the 
Publicx. I am, 1 


4 L OR D, 


Your Lordſpip's moſt Obedient, 
| humble Servant, 


Jonun DRYDEN. 


- 


THE 


HE Poet /E/ch;/- s was held in the fame 
Win Vereration by the Athenians of Aſter. 
Ages, as Shateſpear is by us; and Lox 
eius has judg'd, in favour of him, that 
he had a noble Boldneſs of Expreſſion, 
— and that his Imaginations were lofty and 

| Heroick : but on the other ſide Quintilian affirms, that 
he was daring to Extravagance. Tis certain, that he 
affected pompous Words, and that his Senſe was ob- 
ſcur'd by Figures: Notwithſtanding theſe Imperfections, 
the Value of his Writings after his Deceaſe was ſuch, 
that his Countrymen ordain'd an equal Reward to thoſe 
Poets, who could alter his Plays to be Acted on the 
Theatre, with thoſe whoſe Productions were wholly 
New, and of their own. The Caſe is not the ſame in 
England; though the Difficulties of altering are greater, 
and our Reverence for Shakeſpear much more juſt, than 
that of the Greciaus for Aſclylus. In the Age of that 
Poet, the Greek Tongue was arriv'd to its full Perfection; 
they had then amongſt them an exact Standard of Wri- 
ting, and of Speaking: The Exgli Language is not 
capable of ſuch a Certainty; and we are at preſent ſo 
far from it, that we are wanting in the very Foundation 
of it, a perfect Grammar. Vet it muſt be allowed to 
the preſent Age, that the Tongue in general is ſo much 
refin'd ſince Shakeſpear's time, that many of his Words, 
and more of his Phraſes, are ſcarce intelligible. And 
af thole which we underſtand, ſome are ungrammati 


J 


- 
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tal, others coarſe; and his whiole Style is ſo peſter 4 
-with Fipurative Expreſſions, that it is av affected as it is 
obſcure. 'Tis true, that in his latter Plays, he had worn 
off ſome what of the Ruſt ; but the Tragedy which I have 
undertaken to correct, was in all probability, one of his 
firſt Endeavours on the Stage. 1 1 

The Original _ was written by one Lollius a Lom- 
bard, in Latin Verſe, and Tranſlated by Chances into 
Engliſh ; intended I ſuppoſe a Satyr on the Inconſtancy of 
Women: I find nothing of it among the Ancients: ; not 
ſo much as the Name Creſſda ones mentioned. Shale- 
(as I hinted) in the Apprenticeſhip” of his Writing, 
modell'd it into that Play, which is now call'd by the 
Name of Tyoilus and Crefida, but fo lamely is it leſt to 
us, that it is not divided into Acts : which Fault J aſeribe 
to the Actors, who Printed it after ShatePrar's Death; 
and that too, ſo careleſly, that a more uncorrected Copy 
I never ſaw. For the Play it ſelf, the Author ſeems to 
have begun it with ſome Fire; the Characters of Pan- 
farus and Theyfites,, ars promiſing enough; but as if he 
grew weary of his Taſk, after an Entrance or two, he 
lets them fall: and the latter part of the Tragedy is 
nothing but a Confuſion of Drums and Trumpets, Ex- 
curſions and Alarms. The chief Perſons, who give Name 
to the Tragedy, are leſt alive: Creſſda is falſe, and is not 
puniſt'd. Vet aſter all, becauſe the Play was Shakefprars, 
| and that there appeard in ſome Places of it, the admira- 
ble Genius of the Author; I undertook to remove that 
Heap of Rubbiſh, under which many excellent Thoughts 
hy wholly bury'd. Accordingly, I new modell'd the 
Plot; threw out many urintceflary Perſons ; improv'd 
thoſe Characters which were * 7 and left unfiniſſi'd: 
las Hector, Troilus, Panarus and Therites : and added that 

of Andrormache. After this, I made with no ſmall trou- 
ble, an Order and Connexion of all the Scenes; removing 
them from the Places where they were inartificially ſer; 
and though it was impoſſible to keep them all unbfoken, 
hecauſe the Scene muſt be ſometimes in the City, and 
ſometimes in the Camp, yer I have ſo order'd them, that 
chere is a Coherence of them with one other, and a De- 
fn | , pendence 
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pendence on the main Deſign: no leaping from Troy to 
the Grecian Tents, and thence back again, in the ſame 


——__ 


—— — — nod 

pe I ans. ears, 

—— — — 

—— — 
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into 


= | Act; but a due Proportion of Time allow'd'for every . 

bo Motion. I need not ſay that I have refin'd his Language, ( 

2” which before was obſolete ; but I am willing to acknow- t 

|; ledge, that as I have often drawn his Exgliſb nearer to our a 

2 | Times, ſo I have ſometimes conform'd my own to his: ( 
| and conſequently, the Language is not altogether ſo pure, a 
'ﬆ as it is ſignificant. The Scenes of Pandarus and Cre/fiaa, e 
h of Troilus and Pandarus, of Andromache with Hector and P 
1 the Trojans, in the ſecond Act, are wholly New © together 1 
1 with that of Neſor and Lies with Therfites ; and that ra 
1 of Therfites with Ajax and Achilles. I will not weary my k 
bi ; Reader with the Scenes which are added of Pandarus and Wi 
1 the Lovers, in the Third; and thoſe of Ther/ites 3 which hi 
1 are wholly alter d: but I cannot omit the laſt Scene in it, liy 

| which is almott half the Act, betwixt Troilus and Hector. Er 

The Occaſion of raiſing it was hinted to me by Mr. de 

Betterton : the Contrivance and Working of it was my he: 

own. They who think to do me an Injury, by ſaying 125 

that it is an Imitation of the Scene betwixt Brutus and lan 

 Caffius, do me an Honour, by ſuppoſing I could imitate the 

the incomparable Shake/pear : but let me add, that if inte 

Shakeſpears Scene, or that faulty Copy of it in Aminty * 

and Melentius had never been, yet Euripides had furniſh'd | ſo | 

me with an excellent Example in his /phigenia, between Scer 

Aamemnon and Menelaus : and from thence indeed, the my 

lat Turn of it is borrrow'd. The Occaſion which Shate- nam 

ſpear, Euripides, and Fletcher, have all taken, is the Jug 

ſame; grounded upon Friendſhip, and the Quarrel of roi. 

two virtuous Men; rais'd by natural Degrees, to the Ex- 55 

tremity of Paſſion; is conducted in all three, to the De- hs 

| Clination of the ſame Paſſion ; and concludes with a at) 

warm Renewing of their Fri:ndſhip : But the particular _ 

Ground-work which Shake par has taken, is incompar Wl , !** 

ably the beſt: Becauſe he has not only choſen two the 8 . te 

greateſt Heroes of their Age; but has likewiſe intereſted WM , the 

the Liberty of Rome, and their own Honours, who wer . *?* 

the Redeemers of it, in this Debate. And if he ha MW .““ 

made Brutus, who was naturally a patient Man, to fly Toe, 


ns AA Q LEED 


into Exceſs at firſt, let it be remembred in his Defence, 


that juſt before, he has receiv'd the News of Portia's 


Death: whom the Poet, on purpoſe neglecting a little 
Chronology, ſuppoſes to have dy'd before Brutus, only 


to give him an Occaſion of being more eaſily exaſper- 


ated. Add to this, that the Injury he had receiv'd from 


Caſſius, had long been brooding in his Mind; and that 
a Melancholy Man, upon Conſideration of an Affront, 
eſpecially from a Friend, would be more eager in his 


Paſſion, than he who had given it, though naturally 


more Cholerick. Euripides, whom J have follow'd, has 
Tais'd the Quarrel betwixt two Brothers who were Friends. 


The Foundation of the Scene was this: The Grecians 


were wind-bound at the Port of Aulis, and the Oracle 
had ſaid, that they could not Sail, unleſs Agamemnon de- 
liver'd up kis Daughter to be Sacrific'd : he refuſes; his 
Brother Menelaus urges the publick Safety; the Father 
defends himſelf, by Arguments of natural Affection, and 
hereupon they quarrel. Agamemnon is at laft convinc'd, 
and promiſes to deliver up Ibigenia, but ſo paſſionately 
laments his Loſs, that Menelaus is griev'd to have been 


the Occaſion of it, and by a Return of Kindneſs, offers to 


intercede for him with the Grecians, that his Daughter 


might not be ſacrificed. But my Friend Mr. Rymer has 
ſo largely, and with ſo much Judgment defcrib'd this 


Scene, in comparing it with that of Melantius and A.- 
mintor, that it is ſuperfluous to ſay more of it; 1 only 


nam'd the Heads of it, chat any reaſonable Man might 
judge it was from thence I modell'd my Scene betwixt 


Troilus and Hear. IT will conclude my Reflections on 
it, with a Paſſage of Longinus, concerning P/ats's Imi- 


tation of Homer : We ought not to regard a good Imi- 


tation as a 75%; but as a Beautiful Idea of him who 
* vention and the Work of another Man ; for he enters 
into the Liſts like a new Wreſtler, to diſpute the Prize 
* with the former Champion. This ſort of Emulation, 
* ſays Hefiad, is honourable, Aya] d ters 82 Bes- 
709% —— When we combat for Victory with a He- 
* Toe, and arenot without Glory even in our Overthrow. 


Thoſe 


undertakes to imitate, by forming himſelf on the In- 


— 
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Thoſe great Men Wem we propoſe to aut ſelves a; 
C 2 our Imitation, ſerve us as a Torch, which 
is lifted up before us, to enlighten our Paſſage; and 
often elevate our Thoughts, as high, as the Conception 
© we have of our Author's Genus. | 5 
I have been ſo tedious in three Acts, that I ſhall con- 
tract my {elf in the two laſt. The 7 Seenes of 
the Fourth Act are either added, or ng'd wholly by 
me; the middle of it is Shatefbear alter'd, and mingled 
with my own, three or four of the laſt Scenes are alto. 
gether new. And the whole Fifth Act, both the Plot 
andthe Writing, are my own Additions 
Bat having written ſo much for Imitation of what i; 
excellent, in that Part of the Prefate which related 1 
to my ſelf; methinks it would neither be unprofitable 
nor unpleaſant to enquire how far we ought to imitate 
our own Poets, Shakefpear and Fletcher, in their Trage. 
dies: And this will occafion anether Enquiry, how thoſe 
two Writers differ between themſelves : But fince neither 
of theſe Queſtions can be ſolv'd, unleſs ſome Meaſures 
be firſt taken, by which we may be enabled to judge tru- 
ly of their Writings : I ſhall endeavour, as briefly as 1 
bo to —5 578 CR = Reaſon of all Criti- 
ciſm, applying them in this Place only to Tragedy. 4- 
_ riftotle with 115 Interpreters, and Horace, 2 
are the Authors to whom I owe my Lights; and what 
Part ſoever of my own Plays, or of this, which no 
Mending could make regular, ſhall fall under the Con- 
demnation of ſuch Judges, it would be Impudence in 
me to defend. I think it no Shame to retra& my Errors, 
and am well pleas'd to ſuffer in the Cauſe, if the Art may 

be improv'd at my Expence: I therefore proceed to 


The Grounds of Criticiſm in Tragedy. 
r Ragedy is thus defin'd by Ariſtotle, (omitting What! 
3 — unneceſſary in his Definition) * Tis an Imi. 
tation of one intire, great, and probable Action; not told 
but repreſented ; which by moving in us Fear and Pity, 
conducive to the purging of theſe two Paſſions in or 


Minds, 


D P REFA CZ. 
Minds. More largely thus; Tragedy deſcribes or paints 
an Action, A Aion muſt — all the Proprieties 
above: nam d. Firſt, it muſt be one or ſingle, that is, it 
muſt not be a Hiſtory of one Man's Life: Suppoſe of 
Alexander the Great, or Julias Cæſur, but one ſingle Action 
of theirs. This condemnsall SH rs Hiftorical Plays, 


which are rather Chronicles repreiented, than Tragedies; 


and all double Action of Plays. As, to avoid a Satyr upon 


ethers, I will make bold with my own Marriage 4-la- 
mode, where there are manifeſtly two Actions, not de- 


pending on one another: But in OE dipus there cannot 
— be ſaid to be two Actions, becauſe the Love of 
Adraftas and Eurydice has a neceſſary Dependance on the 
principal Deſign, into which it is woven. The natural 
Reaſon of this Rule is plain; for two different indepen- 
dant Actions, diſtract the Attention and Concernment of 
the Audience, and conſequently deſtroy the Intention of 
the Poet: If his Buſineſs be to move Terror and Pity, 
and one of his Actions be Comical, the other Tragical, 
the former will divert the People, and utterly make void 


his greater Purpoſe. Therefore as in Perſpective, ſo in 


Tragedy, there muſt be à Point of Sight in which all the 
Lines terminate: Otherwiſe the Eye wanders, and the 
Work is falſe. This was the Practice of the Grecian 


Stage. But Terence made an Innovation in the Roman: | 
All his Plays have double Actions; for it was his Cu- 


ſom to Tranſlate two Greel Comedies, and to weave 


them into one of his, yet ſo, that both their Actions 


were Comical ; and one was principal, the other but ſe- 


condary or ſubſervient. And this has obtain'd on the Ee- 


2: Stage, to give us the Pleaſure of Variety. | 
As the Action ought to be one, it ought, as ſuch, to 


have Order in it, that is, to have a natural Beginning, a 


Middle, and an End: A natural Beginning, ſays Ariſtotle, 
is that which could not neceſſarily have been plac'd after 


another thing, and ſo of the reſt. This Conſideration 


will arraign all Plays after the new Model of Spaniſb Plots, 
where Accident is heap'd upon Accident, and that which 


is firſt might as reaſonably be laſt : An Inconvenience 


not to be remedied, but by making one Accident natu- 


_ 
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rally produce another, otherwiſe tis a Farce, and not x ſtra 
Play. Of this Nature is the Sligbted Maid; where there Tu! 
is no Scene in the firſt Act, which might not by as good in u 
Reaſon be in the fifth. And if the Action ought to be ſee 1 
one, the Tragedy ought likewiſe to conclude with the exer 
Action of it. Thus in Maſtapha, the Play ſhould natu- Pity 
rally have ended with the Death of Zanger, and not have and 
given us the Grace- Cup after Dinner, of Solyman's Di- moſt 
vorce from Roxolana. e ä 
The following Properties of the Action are fo eaſy, we d 
that they need not my Explaining. It ought to be great, teſt a 
and to conſiſt of great Perſons, to diſtinguiſn it from Crin 
Comedy; where the Action is trivial, and the Perſons of en hi 
inferior Rank. The laſt Quality of the Action is, that Tim 
it ought to be probable, as well as admirable and great. for E 
"Tis not neceſſary that there ſhould be Hiſtorical 'Truth in with 
it; but always neceſſary that there ſhould be a Likeneſs mily 
of Truth, ſomething that is more than barely poſſible, WM tern f 
Probable being that which ſucceeds or happens oftner than I ters o 
it miſſes, To invent therefore a Probability, and to make it is n. 
it wonderful, is the moſt difficult Undertaking in the Art dat i: 
of Poetry: For that which is not wonderful, is not great, ¶ to hav 
and that which is not probable, will not delight a rea. ness ir 
ſonable Audience. This Action thus deſcrib'd, muſt be never 
repreſented and not told, to diſtinguiſh Dramatick Po- Ation 
etry from Epick : But I haſten to the End, or Scope of bor the 
Tragedy ; which is to rectify or purge our Paſſions, chem, 
/ to ane engl rn Room 
To inſtru&tdelightfully is the general End of all Poetry: ether. 
Philoſophy inſtructs, but it performs its Work by Precept; Afte 
which is not delightful, or not ſo delightful as Example. Hnnot 
To purge the Paſſions by Example, is therefore the par- ecitin, 
_ ticular Inſtruction which belongs to Tragedy. Rapin, a Wp-""tick 
judicious Critick, has obſerv'd from Ariſiotle, that Pride end pai 
and want of Commiſeration are the mot predominant rough. 
Vices in Mankind: Therefore to cure us of theſe two, Mud tha 
the Inventors of Tragedy have choſen to work upon ts, a 
two other Paſſions, which are Fear and Pity. We ar {WP their 
wrought to fear, by their ſetting before our Eyes ſome t that 
terrible Example of Misfortune, which happened to bY 
| | | ons 
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fons of the higheſt Quality; for ſuch an Action demon- 


ſtrates to us, that no Condition is privileged from the 


Turns of Fortune: This muſt of Neceflity cauſe Terror 
in us, and conſequently abate our Pride. But when we 
ſee that the moſt Virtuous, as well as the Greateſt, are not 
exempt from ſuch Misfortunes, that Conſideration moves 
Pity in us: And inſenſibly works us to be helpful to, 
and tender over the Diſtreſs'd, which is the nobſeſt and 
moſt God-like of moral Virtues. Here tis obſervable, 


we deſire he ſhould be pity d: We lament not, but de- 
teſt a wicked Man, we are glad when we . behold his 
Crimes are puniſh'd, and that Poetical Juſtice is done up- 
en him. Euripides was cenſur'd by the Criticks of his 
Time, for making his chief Characters too wicked: 
for Example, Phedra though ſhe lov'd her Son-in-Law 
with Reluctancy, and that it was a Curſe upon her Fa- 
mily for offending Venus; yet was thought too ill a Pat- 
tern for the Stage. Shall we therefore baniſh all Charac- 
ters of Villainy 2 I-confeſs I am not of that Opinion; but 
it is neceſſary that the Heroe of the Play be not a Villain: 


that is, the Characters which ſhould move our Pity ought 


to have virtuous Inclinations, and Degrees of moral Good- 
nels in them. As for a perfect Character of Virtue, it 
never was in Nature; and therefore there can be no Imi- 
tation of it: But there are Allays of Frailty to be allow'd 
for the chief Perſons, yet ſo that the Good which is in 


cg for Puniſhment on the one Side, and Pity on the 
DLner, - $4 EE ; 
After all, if any one will ask me, whether a Tragedy 
annot be made upon any other Grounds, than thoſe of 
xciting Pity and Terror in us? Boſſy, the heſt of modern 
riticks, anſwers thus in general: I hat all excellent Arts, 
nd particularly that of Poetry, have been invented and 
brought to Perfection by Men of a tranſcendent Genius; 
nd that therefore they who practiſe afterwards the ſame 
Arts, are oblig'd to tread in their Footſteps, and to ſearch 
their Writings the Foundation of them: For it is not 
ut that new Rules ſhowd deſtroy the Authority of 4 


that it is abſolutely neceſſary to make a Man virtuous, if 


them, ſhall outweigh the Bad; and conſequently leave 
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old. Bat Rapin writes more particularly thus : That no 
Paſſions in a Story are ſo proper to move our Concern. 
ment, as Rear _ Pity : and-that'it is from our Concern. 
ment we receive our Pleaſure; is undoubted; when the 
Soul becomes ag! with Fear for one Character, or 
Hope for another; then it. is that we are pleas d in Tra. 
gedy, by the Intereſt which we take in their Adven- 
tures. | | | | 
Here therefore the general Anſwer may be given to 
the firſt- Queſtion, how far we onght to imitate Shake. 
ear and Fletcher in their Plets:; namely that we ought 
to follow them ſo far only, as they have Copy' d the Ex. 
cellencies of thoſe who invented and brought to Perfe. Re 
Rion Dramatick Poetry: Thoſe Things only excepted, WM /r 
which Religion, Cuſtom of Countries, Idioms of Lan. to 
guages, Sc. have alter'd in the Superſtructures,, but not he 
in the Foundation of the Deſign. FIR; 

How defective Shateſprar and Fletcher have been in all BF on! 
their Plots, Mr. Rymen has diſcover'd in his Criticiſm: is b 
Neither can we, who follow them, be excus'd from the Mo 
ſame or greater Errors; which are the more unpardon- £ 
able in us, becauſe we want their Beauties to counter- Wl the 
vail our Faults. The beſt of their Defigns, the moſt ap- men 


proaching to Antiquity, and the moſt conducing to move Bf abo 
Pity, is the King and no King; which, if the Farce of BY- is me 
fus were thrown away, is of that inferior Sort of T. nels 
nes which end with a proſperous Event. Tis pro- muc] 
bably deriv'd from the Story of O Edipus, with the Cha- the 7 
racter of Alexander the Great, in his Extravagancies, given TI 
to Arbaces. The Taking of this Play, amongſt many o-. an E 
thers, I cannot wholly aſcribe to the Excelleney of tie Reaſc 
Action; for I find it moving when it is read: Tis true, of the 
the Faults of the Plot are ſo evidently prov'd, that the Prece 
can no longer be deny d. The Beauties of it muſt ther into a 
fore lie either in the lively Touches of the Paſſion; Copy- 


we muſt conclude, as I think we may, that even in im ſerves 
perfect Plots, there are leſs Degrees of Nature, by whid cle, 
ſome faint Emotions of Pity and Terror are rais'd in u 
As a leſs Engine will raiſe a leſs Proportion of Weight 

though not ſo much as one of Archimedes's making + 
I | | 9 | 5 NOtun 
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nothing can move our Nature, hut by ſome natural Rea» 
fon, which works upen Paſſions. And fince we agknow- 
the Effect, there muſt be ſomething in the Cauſe. 

Ene Difference between Shaleſpear and Fletcher in their 
Plotting ſeems to be this ; that Shate/dear generally moves 
more Terror, and Fletcher more Compaſſion: For the 
firſt had a more Maſculine, a bolder and mare fery Ge- 
nius; the ſecond a more ſoft and Womaniſh. In the me. 
chanick Beauties of the Plot, which are the Obſervation 
of the three Unities, Time, Place, and Action, they are 
both deficient ; but Shake/aear moſt. Ben Fohn/an reform'd 
thoſe Errors in his Comedies, yet one bf Shale bears was 
Regular before him: which is, The Merry Wiwes of Wind- 
fer. For what remains concerning the Deſign, you are 
to be _referr'd to our E 127 Critick. That Method which 
he has preſcrib'd to raiſe it from Miſtake, or Ignorance 
of the Crime, is certainly the beſt, though tis not the 
only: For amongſt all the Tragedies of Sapbocles, there 
is „ O dipus, which is wholly built after that 
Model. 

After the Plot, which is the Foundation of the Play, 
the next thing to which we ought to apply our 
ment, is the Manners; for now the Poet comes to work 


* 

above Ground : The Ground-work indeed is that which 

b 5 moſt neceſſary, as that upon which depends the Firm- 
„ness of the whole Fabrick ; yet it itrikes not the Eye ſo 
o- much, as the Beauties or Imperfections of the Manners, 


the . and the Expreſſions. 


en The firſt Rule which Boy preſcribes to the Writer of 
0 Heroick Poem, and which holds too by the ſame 
we Reaſon in all Dramatick Poetry, is to make the Moral 
e of the Work; that is, to lay down to your ſelf what that 
hey E of Morality ſhall be, which you would inſinuate 
er into the People: As namely Homer's (which I have 


e Copy'd in my Conguef! of Granada) was, that Union pre- 

im erves a Common-wealth, and Diſcord deſtroys it. S- 

nich cles, in his OEdipas, that no Man is to be accounted 
bappy before his Death. Tis the Moral that directs the 
ont bole Action of the Play to one Center; and that Action 

e Fable, is the Example built upon the Moral, which 
Wo Ton- 
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confirms the Truth of it to our Experience: When the 
Fable is nary 5 then, and not before, the Perſons are to 
= introduc'd with their Manners, Characters, and Paſ- 
ons. | RAS | 


The Manners in a Poem, are underſtood to be thoſe 


Inclinations, whether natural or acquir'd, which moye 
and carry us to Actions, good, bad, or indifferent in a 
Play; or which incline the Perſons to ſuch, or ſuch A- 
ions. I have anticipated Part of this Diſcourſe already, 
in declaring that a Poet ought not to make the Manners 
perfectly good in his beſt Perſons, but neither age they 
to be more wicked in any of his Characters, than Ne- 
ceſſity requires. To produce a Villain, without *other 


Reaſon than a natural Inclination to Villainy, is in Poetry 


to produce an Effect without a Cauſe : And to make 
him more a Villain than he has juſt Reaſon to be, is to 


make an Effect which is ſtronger than the Cauſe. 
The Manners ariſe from many Cauſes: And are ei. 


ther diſtinguiſh'd by Complexion, as cholerick and phleg. 


matick, or by the Pifferences of Age or Sex, of Climates, 


or Quality of the Perſons, or their preſent Condition: 


They are likewiſe to be gather'd from the ſeveral Vir- 
tues, Vices, or Paſſions, and many other Common. 
places which a Poet muſt be ſuppos'd to have learn'd 


from natural Philoſophy, Ethicks, and 3 ; of all 
Which whoſoever is ignorant, does not deſerve 


the Name 
of Poet. 
But as the Manners are uſeful in this Art, they may be 
all compris'd under theſe general Heads: Firft, they muft 
be apparent, that is, in every Character of the Play, me 


Inclinations of the Perſon muſt appear. And thelc are 


ſhown in the Actions and Diſcourſe. Secondly, the Man- 


ners mult be ſuitable or agreeing to the Perſons ; that is, 
to the Age, Sex, Dignity, and the other general Heads 


of Manners : Thus when a Poet has given the Dignity of 
a King to one of his Perſons, in all his Actions and 


Speeches, that Perſon muſt diſcover Majeſty, Magnani- 
mity, and Jealouſy of Power, becayſe theſe are ſuitable 


to the general Manners of a King. The third Property 


of Manners is Reſemblance: and this is founded wy 


the particular Characters of Men, as we have them de- 
liver d to us by Relation or Hiſtory : That is, when a 
Poet has the known Character of this or that Man be- 
fore him, he is bound to repreſent him ſuch, at leaſt not 
contrary to that which Fame has reported him to have 
been: Thus it is not a Poet's Choice to make Ulyſes 
cholerick, or Achilles patient, becauſe Homer has deſcrib'd 
em quite otherwiſe. Vet this is a Rock, on which ig- 
norant Writers daily ſplit : And the Abſurdity is as mon- 
ſtrous, as if a Painter ſhould draw a Coward running 
from a Battel, and tell us it was the Picture of Alexander 
the Great. BE . 

The laſt Property of Manners is, that they be conſtant, 
and equal, that is, maintained the ſame through the whole 
Deſign: Thus when Virgil had once given the Name of 
Pious to Æneal, he was bound to ſhow him ſuch, in all 
his Words and Actions through the whole Poem. All 
theſe Properties Horace has hinted to a judicious Obſer- 
yer. 1. Notandi ſunt tibi mores. 2. Aut famam ſequere, 
3. Aut fibi convenientia finge. 4. Servetur ad imum, qua- 
lis ab incepto proceſſerat, & fabt conflet, 

From the Manners, the Characters of Perſons are de- 
riv'd, for indeed the Characters are no other than the In- 
clinations, as they appear in the ſeveral Perſons of the 
Poem. A Character being thus defin'd, That which di- 
ſtinguiſnes one Man from another. Not to repeat the 
ſame things over again which have been ſaid of the Man- 
ners, I will only add what is ne eſſary here. A Cha 
racter, or that which diſtinguiſhes one Man from all o- 
thers, cannot be ſuppos'd to coniiſt of one particular Vir- 
tue, or Vice, or Paſſion only; but tis a Compoſition of 
Qualities which are not contrary to one another in the 
tame Perſon: Thus the ſame Man may be liberal and 
yaliant, but not liberal and covetous ; ſo in a Comical 
Character, or Humour, (which is an Inclination to this, 
or that particular Folly) Fa//faff is a Lyar, and a Cow 
ard, a Glutton, and a Buffoon, becauſe all theſe Qualitizs 
iy agree in the ſame Man; yet it is ſtill to be obſerv'd, 
that one Virtue, Vice, and Paſſion, ought to be ſhown in 
very Man, as predominant over all the reſt: As Co- 

C 3 | veto iſ- 
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wetouſneſs in Craſſus, Love of his Country in Brutus; 
and the ſame in Characters which are feign G. 
The chief Character or Heroe in a Tragedy, as I have 
already ſhown, ought in Prudence to be fach à Man, 
Who has ſo much more in him of Virtue than of Vice, 
that he may be left amiable to the Audience, which o- 
therwiſe cannot have any Concernment for his Suffer. 
ings: And“ tis on this one Character that the Pity and 
Terror muſt be principally, if not wholly, founded, A 
Rule which is extreamly neceſſary, and which none of 
the Criticks that I know, have fully enough diſcover'd 
to us. For Terror and Compaſſion werk but weakly,when 
they are divided into many Perſons. Tf Creon had been 
the chief Character in OEdipus, there had neither been 
Terror nor Compaſſion mov'd; but only Deteſtation of 
#he Man, and Joy for his Puniſhment ; if Aaraſtus and 
Eurydice had been made more appearing Characters, 
then the Pity had been divided, and leſſen d on the Par: Digi 
of OEdipus. But _— OEdipus the beſt and braveſt W whet 
Perſon, and even Focaſta but an Underpart to him; his #42, 
Virtues, and the Puniſhment of his fatal Crime, drew than 
Soth the Pity, and the Terror to himſelf. the 1 
By what has been ſaid of the Manners, it will be eaſy WW Qual! 
for a reaſonable Man to judge, whether the Characters W Nam 
be truly or falſly drawn in a Tragedy; for if there be no WM he lets 
Manners appearing in the Characters, no Concernment WM not in 
for the Perſons can be rais'd: No Pity or Horror can neſs o 
be mov'd, but by Vice or Virtue, therefore without Old-m 
them, no Perſon can have any Buſineſs 'in the Play. If 
the Inclinations be obſcure, tis a Sign the Poet is in the 
dark, and knows not what manner of Man he preſents 
to you; and conſequently you can have no Idea, or very 
imperfect, of that Man: Nor can Judge what 'Reſolut:- 
ons he ought to take; or what Words or Actions are 
proper for him. Moſt Comedies made up of Accident, ¶ Hear, þ 
or Adventures, are liable to fall into this Error: An of a Kir 
Tragedies with many Turns are ſubject to it: For the 
Manners never can be evident, where the Surpriſes «Ws: 
Fortune take up all the Buſineſs of the Stage; and wberhegives nei 
the Poet is mort in Pain, to tell you what 1 
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{ach a Man, than what he was. »Tis one of the Excel- 


lencies of Shakefprar, that the Manners of his Perſons are 
generally apparent; and you ſee their Bent and Inclinati- 
ons. Fletcher comes far ſhort of him in this, as indeed 
he does almoſt in every thing: There are but Glimmer- 
ings of Manners in, moſt of his Comedies, which run 


upon Adventures: And in his 1 Rollo, Otto, the 


King and no Ki , Melantius, a many others of his 
beſt, are but Pictures ſhown you in the 'Twi-light ; you 
know not whether they reſemble Vice, or Virtue, and 
they are either good, bad, or indifferent, as the preſent 
Scene requires it. But of all Poets, this Commendati- 
on is to be given to Ben Fohn/on, that the Manners even 
of the moſt inconſiderable Perſons in his Plays, ate every 
where apparent. 55 | 

By conſidering the Second Quality of Manners, which 
is, that they be ſuitable to the Age, Quality, Country, 


whether a Poet has follew'd Nature. In this Kind, So- 
phocles and Euripides have more-excell'd among the Greeks 
than Z/chylus : And Terence, more than Plautus among 


the Romans: Thus Sophocles gives to OEdipus the true 


Qualities of a King, in both thoſe Plays which bear his 
Name: But in the latter, which is the OZ dipus Colonzus, 


not in the Arbitrary Tone; but remembers in the Soft- 
neſs of his Complaints, that he is an unfortunate blind 
Old-man, that he is baniſh'd from his Country, and per- 


or in whatſoever Age, the Manners of their Heroes are 
wholly French: Racin's Bajaxet is bred at Conſtantinople ; 
but his Civilities are cenvey'd to him by tome ſecret 
Paſlage, from Verſailles into the Seraglio. But our Shake- 
pear, having aſerib'd to Henry the Fourth the Character 
ofa King, and of a Father, gives him the perfect Man- 
ners of each Relation, when either he tranſacts with his 
don, or with his Subjects. Fletcher, on the other fide, 
gives neither to Arbaces, nor to his King in the Maids 
Tragedy, the Qualities which are ſuitable to a Monarch: 

N " "WS Though 


Dignity, Qc. of the Character, we may likewiſe judge 


he lets fall on Purpoſe his Tragick Style, his Hero ſpeaks 


ſecuted by his next Relations. The preſent French Poets 
are generally accus'd, that whereſoever they lay the Scene, 
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Though he may be excus'd a little in the latter; for the 
King there is not uppermoſt in the Character; 'tis the 
Lover of Evadne, who is King only, in a ſecond Conſi- 
deration; and though he be unjuſt, and has other Fault 
which ſhall be nameleſs, yet he is not the Heroe of the 
Play: Tis true we find him a lawful Prince, (though I 
never heard of any King that was in Rhoges) and there. 
fore Mr. Rymer*s Criticiſm ſtands good; that he ſhould 
not be ſhown in ſo vicious a Character. Sopbocles bas 
been more judicious in his Antigone ; for though he re. 
preſents in Creon a bloody Prince, yet he makes him not 
a lawful'King, but an Uſurper, and Antigona her ſelf i; 
the Heroine of the Tragedy: But when fue wounds 
Areibuſa and the Boy; and Periget his Miſtreſs, in the 
faithful Shepherdeſs, both theſe are contrary to the Cha. 
rater of Manhood: Nor is Valentinian manag'd much 
better, for though Fletcher has taken his Picture truly, 
and ſhown him as he was, an effeminate, voluptuou; 
Man, yet he has forgotten that he was an Emperor, and 
has given him none of thoſe Royal Marks, which ought 
to appear in a lawful Succeſſor of the Throne. If it be 
enquir'd, what Fletcher ſhould have done on this Occafi 
on; ought he not to have repreſented Valentinian as he 
was? Bofſu ſhall anſwer this Queſtion for me, by an In 
ſtance of the like Nature: Mauritius, the Greek Emperor, 
was a Prince far ſurpaſſing Valentinian, for he was induet 
with many Kingly Virtues ; he was Religious, Merciful, an 
Valiant, bi withal he was noted of extream Covetoul 
neis, a Vice which is contrary to the Character of a He 
roe, or a Prince: Therefore, ſays the Critick, that En 
peror was no fit Perſon to be repreſented in a Traged 
unleſs his good Qualities were only to be ſhown, and li 
Covetouſneſs (which ſully'd them all) were ſlurr'd on 
by the Artifice of the Poet. To return once more 
Shakeſpear; no Man ever drew ſo many CharaQer, 
generally diſtinguiſh'd *em better from one another, e 
cepting only Fohn/on : I will inſtance but in one, 
ſhow the Copiouſneſs of his Invention; ?tis that of Cu 
ban, or the Monſter in the Tempe. He ſeems there! 
have created a Perſon which was not in Nature, a B. 
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neſs, which at firſt Sight would appear intolerable : Fof 

he makes him a Species of himſelf, begotten by an In. 

cubus on a Witch; but this, as I have elſewhere prov'd, 
is not wholly beyond the Bounds of Credibility, at leaſt 
the Vulgar ſtill believe it. We have the ſeparated Notions 
of a Spirit, and of a Witeh'; (and Spirits, according to 
Plato, are veſted with a ſubtil Body; according to ſome 
of his Followers, have different Sexes) therefore as from 
the diſtint Apprehenſions of a Horſe, and of a Man, I- 
magination has form'd a Centaur, ſo from thoſe of an In- 
eubus and a Sorcereſs, Shakeſpear has produc'd his Mon- 
ſter. Whether or no his Generation can be defended, I 
ſeave to Philoſophy ; but of this I am certain; that the 


Language, and a Character, which will ſuit him, both by 
Father's and Mother's fide : he has all the Diſcontents, 
and Malice of a Wich, and of a Devil; beſides a conve- 
tient Proportion of the deadly Sins; Gluttony, Sloth, 


W and Luſt, are manifeſt; the Dejectedneſs of a Slave is 
WH likewiſe given him, and the Ignoranoe of one bred up in 
a Deſart Iſland. His Perion is monſtrous, and he is tlie 


product of unnatural Luſt ; and his Language is as Hob- 
«M8 coblin as his Perſon : in all things he is diſtinguiſh'd from 


| narrow, in Compariſon of Shakeſhear's ; I remember not 
one which is not borrow'd from him; unleſs you will 


our Imitation; and to imitate þ 
aſter him who' was a Copyer. 


Under this general Head of Manners,- the Paſſions are 
naturally included, as belonging to the Characters. I ſpeak 
not of Pity and of Terror, which are to be moy'd in the 
Audience by the Plot ; but'of Anger, Hatred, Love, Am- 


this or that Perſon of the Play. Todeſcribe theſe Natu- 
rally, and to move them Artfully, is one of the greateſt 


Patheti-ally, ſays Longinus, cannot proceed but from a lot- 


B 3 eſs 


Poet has moſt judiciouſſy furniſh'd him with a Perſon, a 


other Mortals. The Characters of Fliteber are poor and 


except that ſtrange Mixture of a Man in the King and ns 
King: So that in this e nt is generally worth 
etcher is but to Copy 


bition, Jealouſy, Revenge, c. as they are ſhown in 


Commendations which can be given to a Poet: To write 


ty Genus. A Poet muſt be born with this Quality : yet, 
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unleſs he help himſelf by an 
Paſſions, what they are in their own Nature, and by 
what Springs they are to be mov'd, he will be ſubje& 
either to raiſe them where they ought not to be rais'd, 
or not to raiſe them by the juſt Degrees of Nature, or 
to amplify them beyond the Natura Bounds, or not to 
obſerve the Crifis and Turns of them, in their Cooling 
and Decay: all which Errors proceed from want of Judg- 
ment in the Poet, and from being unſkilled in the Prin- 
ciples of Moral Philoſophy. Nothing 1s more frequent 
in a fanciful Writer, than to foil himſelf by not manag. 
ing his Strength: therefore, as in a Wreſtler, there 1; 
kirk requir'd ſome meaſure of Force, a well-knit Body 
and Active Limbs, without which all Inſtruction would 
be vain; yet, theſe be ng granted, if he want the Skill 
which is neceſſary to a Wreſtler, he ſhall make but ſmall 
Advantage of his natural Robuſtuouſneſs: So in a Poet, 
his inborn Vehemence and force of Spirit, will only run 
him out of Breath the ſooner, if it be not ſupported: by 


the help of Art. The Roar of Paſſion indeed may pleaſe 


an Audience, three parts of which are ignorant enough to 
think all is moving which is Noiſy, and it may ſtretch the 
Lungs of an Ambitious Actor, who will die upon the 
Spot for a thundting Clap; but it will move no other 
Paſſion than Indignation and Contempt from judicious 
Men. Longinus, whom I have hitherto follow'd, con- 
tinues thus: If the Paſſions be Artfully employ'd, the 
Diſcourſe becomes vehement and loſty ; if otherwiſe, there 
is nothing more ridiculous than a great Paſſion out of 
Seaſon : And to this purpoſe he animadverts ſeverely up- 
on A/chylus, who writ nothing in cold Blood, but was 
always in a Rapture, and in Fury with his Audience: 
the Inſpiration was ftill upon him, he was ever tearing 
it upon the Tripos; or (to run off as madly as he does, 
from one Similitude to another) he was always at * 
flood of Paſſion, even in the dead Ebb, and loweſt Wa- 
ter- mark of the Scene. He who would raiſe the Paſſion 
of a judicious Audience, ſays a learned Critick, muſt be 
ſure to take his Hearers along with him; if they be in a 

Calm, tis in vain for him to be in a Huff: he muſt ow 


ird Knowledge of the 


cannot 
more d: 
Jade v 
Tis 
2 an 


by degrees, and kindle with them; otherwiſe he 
15 i danger of ſetting his own Heap of Stubble on 
fire, and of burning out by himſelf, without warming 
the Company that ftand about him. They who would 
juſtify the Madneſs of Poetry from the Authority of 4- 
rifetle, having miſtaken the Text, and conſequently ther 
Interpretation : I imagine it to be falſe read, where he fays 
of Poetry, that it is Evovis 5 pens, that it had al- 
ways ſomewhat in it either of a Genius, or of a Mad-- 


man. Tis more probable that the Original ran thus, that 


Poetry was *Evouss s paring, That it belongs to a Wit. 
ty-man, but not to a Mad-man. Thus then the Paſſions, 
as they are confider'd ſimply and in themſelves, ſuffer 
Violence when they are perpetually maintain'd at the 
fame Height; for what Melody can be made on that In- 

ſtrument, all whoſe Strings are ſcrew'd up at firſt to their 

utmoſt Stretch, and to the ſame Sound? But this is not 
the worſt: for the Characters likewiſe bear a part in the 
general Calamity, if you conſider the Paſſions as embo- 
dy'd in them: for it follows of Neceſſity, that no Man- 
can be diſtinguifh'd from another by his Diſcourſe, when? | 
every Man is ranting, iwaggering, and exclaiming with. 
the ſame Exceſs: as if it were the only Buſineſs of all 

the Characters to contend with each other for the Prize at 
| Billing ſoate 3 or that the Scene of the Tragedy lay in 
Bet lem. Suppoſe the Poet ſhould intend this Man to be 
Cholerick, and that Man to be Patient; yet when they 

are confounded in the Writing, you cannot diftinguiſh- 
them from one another: for the Man who was call pa- 
tient and tame, is only ſo before he ſpeaks; but let his 
Clack be ſet a going, and he ſhall tongue it as impetu- 
ouſly, and as loudly as the erranteſt Heroe in the Play. 
By this means, the Characters are only diſtin& in Name; 
but in Reality, all the Men and Women in the Play are 
the fame Perſon. No Man ſhould pretend to write, who 
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- nnot temper his Fancy with his Judgment: hong fr | 
Kore dangerous to a raw Horſe-man, than a Hot- mouth'd 
be Jade without a Curb. Et; 


Tis neceffary therefore for a Poet, who would con- 
ern an Audience by deſcribing of a Paſſion, firit to pre- 


— * 


But the Judges awarded the Prize for which they con 
tended, to Ules 3 | es 


Diſcourſe which may hinder your moving of the Paſſ- 


and juſtling each other out of the Way. He who treats 


to be remov'd, which is pointed Wit, and Sentences at- 
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pare it, and not to ruſh upon it all at once. Ovid has jy, ft 

dicioufly ſhown the Difference of theſe two Ways, in the 8 

Speeches of 4jax and Uher: Hjax from the very be. 

ginning breaks out into his Exclamations, and is ſwearin 

by his Maker. Agimus, pro upiter, inquit. Ul, 

on the contrary, prepare his Audience with all the Sub- 

miſſiveneſs he can practiſe, and all the Calmneſs of a re- Ir 

ſonable Man; he found his Judges in a Tranquillity of he 

Spirit: and therefore ſet out leiſurely and ſoftly with an 

them, till he had warm'd them by Degrees; and then he er. 

began to mend his Pace, and to draw them along with At 

his own Impetuouſneſs: yet ſo managing his Breath, co 
that it might not fail him at his need, and reſerying lus {ur 


utmoſt Preofs of Ability even to the laſt. The Sueceſs | 
you ſee was anſwerable; for tte Croud only Applauded ma 
the Speech of- Hax; N 


| J. xl71que ſecutum ultima murmur erat: 


Mota manus Proceram ef, & quid facundia poſſit 


Tum patuit, forti/que viri tulit arma Diſertus. 


The next neceſſary Rule is, To put nothing into the 


ons. Too many Accidents, as I have faid, incumber the 
Poet, as much as the Arms of Sau did David; for the 
Variety of Paſſions which they produce, are ever croſſing 


of Joy and Grief together, is in a fair way of caufing 
neither of tho.e Effects. There is yet another Obſtacle 


fected out of Seaſon ; theſe are nothing of Kin to. the 
Violence of Paſſion: no Man is at leiſure to make Sen. 
tences and Similes, when his Soul is in an Agony. I the 
rather name this Fault, that it may ſerve to mind me of 
my former Errors; neither will J ſpare my ſelf, but give 
an Example of this kind from my Indian Emperor. Mon- 
texuma, furſu'd by his Enemies, and ſeeking r 
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flands parlying without the Fort, and deſcribing his Dan 
ger to Cydaria, in a Simile of fix Lines; * 


As un the Sands the frigbitd Traveller 
Sees the High Seas come rowling from afar, &c. 


My Indian Potentate was well skill'd in the Sea for an 
Inland Prince, and well improy'd fince the firſt Act, when 
he ſent his Son to diſcover it. The Image had not been 
amiſs from another Man, at another Time: Sed nunc non 
erat his lacus : he deſtroy'd the Concernment which the 
Audience might otherwiſe have had for him ; for they 
could not think the Danger near, when he had the Lei- 
{ure to invent a Simile. _ OTE. 

If $$a#eſpear be allow'd, as I think he muſt, to have 
made his Characters diſtin, it will eaſily be infer'd that 
he underſtood the Nature of the Paſſions : becauſe it has 
been proy d already, that confus'd Paſſions make undiſtin- 

uiſnable Characters: yet I cannot deny that he has his 
Failings ; but they are not ſo much in the Paſſions them- 
{elyes, as in his Manner of Expreſſion : he often obſcures 
his Meaning by his Words, and ſometimes makes it un- 


intelligible. I will not ſay of ſo great a Poet, that he 


diſtinguiſh'd not the blown puffy Style, from true Sub':- 


mit; but 1 may venture to maintain, that the Fury of 


his Fancy often tranſported him beyond the Bounds of 
Judgment, either in coining of new Words and Phraſes, 
or racking Words which were in Uſe, into the Vielence 
of a Catachreſis. Tis not that I would explode the Uſe 
of Metaphors from Paſſions, for Longinus thinks them ne- 
ceſſary to raiſe it; but to uſe them at every. Word, to 
ſay nothing without a Metaphor, a Simile, an Image, or 
Deſcription, is I doubt to ſmell a little too ſtrongiy of the 
Buskin. I muſt be forc'd to give an Example of expreſ- 
fing Paſũon figuratively ; but that I may do it with Re- 
ſpect to Shakeſpear, it ſhall not be taken from any thing 
of his: *tis an Exclamation againſt Fortune, quoted in 
his Hamlet, but written by ſome other Peet. 


Out, out, thou Strumpet Fortune : all you Gods, + 
tu general Synod, take away. her Power, , : 
8 B „„ Breu 
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| Break all the Spokes and Falleys from her Wheel, 

And bowl the round Nave down the Hill Head n 
As lowy as to the Fiends. Fe | 1 

And immediately after, ſpeaking of Hecuba, when Prian 92 

was kill'd before her Eyes: | 


The mobbled Quren ran up and drun, 
| Threatning the Flame with biffon Rheum: a Clout a. the 


bout that Head, by 
Where late the Diadem flood ;. and for a Robe | the 
About her lan and all o er-teemed Loyns, ext? 
A Blanket in th' Alarm of Fear caught up. | | the 
 Whe this had ſeen, with Tongue in Venom Heep d | figu 
"Gainft Fortunes State would Treaſon hade pronounc'd; fict 
But if the Gods themſeboes did ſee her then, ſion 
When ſhe ſaw Pyrrhus make malicious Sport. he 1 
In mincing with his Sword her Huſband's Limbs, of! 
The Inflant burſt of Clamor that ſhe made \ WE live 

_ (Unleſs things mortal meant them not at all) | read 
Would have made Milch the burning Eyes. of Heav'n, Sup 
And Paſſion in the Gads, paff 
Daw” and 


What a Pudder is here kept in raiſing the Expreſſion Ric, 

of trifling Thoughts! would not a Man have thought nels 

that the Poet had been bound Prentice to a Wheel-wright, frair 
for his firſt Rant? and had follow'd a Rag-man, for the 


Clout and Blanket, in the Second? Fortune is painted on 4 
a Wheel, and therefore the Writer, in a Rage, will have 4 
Poetical Juſtice done upon every Member of that Engin: 1 
after this Execution, he bowls the Nave Down-hill, trom 7 
Heaven, to the Fiends : (an unreaſonable long Mark, 1 = 
Man would think ;) *tis well there are no ſolid Orbs to 'D 
ſtop it in the Way, or no Element of Fire to conſume it: N 
but when it came to the Earth, it muſt be monſtrous B 
heavy, to break Ground as low as to the Center. His I, 
making Milch the burning Eyes of Heaven, was a pre. H 
ty tolerable Flight too: and 1 think no Man ever drew 7 
Milk out of Eyes before him: yet to make the Wonde 7 
greater, theſe Eyes were Lurning. Such a Sight wm T 
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+ enough to bave-rais'd. Paſſion-in the Gods; but to 


were C 
excuſe the Eftets of it, he tells you, perhaps they did 
not ſee it. Wiſe Men would be glad to find a little Senſe 


couch d under all thoſe pompous Words; for Bombaſt 
is commonly the Delight of that Audience, which loves 
Poetry, but underſtands it not: and as commonly has 


to infuſe a natural Paſhon into the Mind, have made it 
their Buſineſs to ply the Ears, and to ſtun their Judges 
| by the Noiſe. But Shakefrar does not often thus; for 
the Paſſions in his Scene between Brutus and Caſſius are 
extreamly natural, the — are ſuch as ariſe from 


| figurative. . J cannot leave this Subject, before Ido Ju- 
ice to that Divine Poet, by giving you one of his paſ- 


he was depos'd, and led in Triumph through the Streets 
of London by Henry Bullingbrook : the Painting of it is ſo 


read any thing comparable to it, in any other Language. 
Suppoſe you have ſeen already the fortunate Uſurper 
paſing through the Crowd, and follow'd by the Shouts 
| and Acclamations of the People ; and now beheld King 
Richard entring upon the Scene : conſider the Wretched- 
nels of his Condition, and his Carriage in it; and re- 
frain from Pity if you can. 


0 1 oy 
n As in @ Theatre, the Eyes of Menn 
C After a well-grac'd Actor leaves the Stage, 


Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his Prattle to be tedious : 


a Eden ſo,» or with much more Contempt, Mens Eyes 
15 Did ſcoxul on Richard: no Man cry d, God fave him : 


No joyful Tongue gave him his cbelcome Home, 
But Duft was thrown upon his ſacred Head, 
Which with ſuch gentle Sorrow he ſhook off, 
His Face flill combating» with Tears and Smiles 
(The Badges of his Graef and Patience) 


- That had not God (for ſome flrong Purpoſe) fi. el 2 * 
1 The Hearts of Men, they muſt perforce have melted, > 


And Barbariſm it. ſelf have pity d ki. 


been the Practice of thoſe Writers, who not being able 


the Matter, and the Expreſſion of them not viciouſly 


ſionate Deſcriptions : tis of Richard the Second when 


| lively, and the Words ſo moving, that I have ſcarce + 
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To ſptak juſtly of this whole matter: tis neither 
Height of Thought that is difcommended, nor pathetick 
Vehemence, nor any Nebleneſs of Expreſſion in its pro- 
per Place; but tis a falſe Meaſure of all theſe, ſomething. 
which is like them, and is not them: tis the Briſtol. one 
which af pears like a Diamond; ttis an extravagent 
Thought, inſtead of a ſublime one; tis roaring Mad. 
neſs, inſtead of Vehemence; and a Sound of Words, in- 
{tcad of Senſe. If Shakefprar were ſtript of all the Bem- 
baſts in his Paſſions, and dreſs'd in the moſt vulgar 
Words, we ſheuld find the Beauties of his J houghts re- 
maining; if his Embroideries were burnt down, there 
would fill be Silver at the Bottom of the Melting-Pot: 
but I feay (at leaſt, Jet me fear it for my ſelf) that we 
who Ape his ſounding Words, have nothing of his 
'F hought, bet are all outſide ;- there is not ſo much as a 
Dwarf within our Giants Cloaths. Thoreſore, let not 
Shete/tear, ſuffer for our Sakes ; tis our Fault, who ſuc- 
cecd him in an Age which is more refin'd, if we imitate. 
him fo ill; that we copy his Failings only, and make a 
Virtue of that in our Writings, which in his was an Im- 
perfe ction. LN NOS | FRAY 
For what remains, the Excellency of that Poet was, 
as J have ſaid, in the more manly Paſſions ; Fletcher”s 
in *the foſter : Shakrfprear writ better betwixt Man and 
Man; Fletcher, betwixt Man and Woman: conſc- 
cuent'y, the one deſcrib'd Friendſhip better; the other 
Love ryet Shakeſpcar taught Fletcher to write Dove: and 
Ju iet, and Deſde mona, are Originals. Tis true, the 
Schclar had tte ſofter Soul; but the Maſter had tlc 
kinder. FrienCfhip is both a Virtue and a Paſſion cl- 
ſentially; Love is a Paſſion only in its Nature, and 1s 
rot a Vitue but by Accident: Good- nature makes. 
Friendſhip; but Effe minacy Love. Shake/pear had an 
Univerſal Mind, which comprehended all CharaQc:: 
and Paſſions ; Fletcher a more confin'd and limited: fer 
though he treated Love in Perfection, yet Honour, Am: 
bition, Revenge, and generally all the fixonger Paſſions, 
he either touch*d not, or not Maſterly. To conclude all; 
he was a Limb of Shate/pear. ' 


me PREFACE. 
I had intended to have proceeded to the laſt Property 


of Manners, which is, That they muſt be conſtant, and 
the Characters maintain'd the ſame from the Beginning 


to the End; and from thence to have proc to the 
Thoughts and Expreſſions ſuitable to a Tragedy: but I 
will firſt ſee how this will reliſh with the Age. Tis I. 
confeſs but curſorily written; yet the Judgment which 
is given here, is generally founded upon Experience: But 
becauſe many Men are ſhock'd at the Name of. Rules, as 
if they were. a kind of Magiſterial Preſcription upon Po- 
ets, I will conclude with the Words of Rapin, in his Re- 
flections on Arifotle's Work of Poetry: If the Rules be 
well conſider'd, we ſhall find them to be made only to 
reduce Nature into Method, to trace Step by Step, 
and not to ſuffer the leaſt Mark of her to eſcape us: tis 
only by thoſe, that Probability in Fiction is maintain'd, 
which is the Soul of Poetry: they are founded upon 
good Senſe, and ſound Reaſon, rather than on Autho- 
rity ; for though Ariſtotle and Horace are produc'd, yet 
no Man muſt argue, that what they write is true, be- 
cauſe they writ it; but *tis evident, by the ridiculous 
Miſtakes and groſs Abſurdities, which have been made 
by thoſe Poets who have taken their Fancy only for their 
Guide, that if this Fancy be not regulated, tis a meer 
Caprice, and utterly incapable to produce a reaſonable. 
and judicious Poem. 
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Unnan'd, methinks, diſtinguiſb d I had been 


Lite fruitful Britain, rich without Supply. 


Scarce living to be Chriflen'd on the Stage ! 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton, 


Repteſentin g the. Ghoſt of Shakeſpear, 


8 E E, my lov'd Britens, ſe your. Shakeſpear riſe, 
An awful Ghoſ confeſs'd to human Eyes ! 


From other Shades, by this eternal Green, l 47 
About whoſe Wreaths the vulgar Poets firive, My 
And with a Touch, their avither d Bays Fei. Her 
Untaught, unpractis' d, in a barbarous Age, ins 
1 found not, but created firſt the Stage. _ Ard 


And, if I drain d no Greek or Latin Store, 


*Twvas, that my own Abundance gave me mure.. 
On Foreign Trade I needed not rely, 


In this my rough-drawn Play, you ſhall behold 
Some Maſter-ftrokes; ſo manly and fo bold, 
That be, wwho meant to alter, found em ſuch, 
He ſhook,. and thought it Sacrilege to touch. 
Now, where are the Succeſſurs to my Name ?. 
What bring they ta fill out a Poets Fame 7 


Meal, fhart-liv'd Iſſues of a feeble Age; 


For Humour Farce, for Love they Rhyme diſpenſe, 
7, a0 tells the Knell for their departed Senſe. 


Blu! 


„ 
j a” 


' FROLOGUE:. 
Dulneſi might thrive in any Trade but this i 
"would recommend to ſome fat Benecke. 
Dulneſs, that in a+P lay-houſe meets Diſgrace, 
Might meet with Reverence, in its proper Place. 
The fulſome. Clench that nauſeates the Town, 
Maud from a Fhage or Alderman go down ! 

Such Virtue is there in a Robe and Gown ! 

And that infepid Stuff which here you hate, 
Might ſomeau here elſe be call d a grave Debate: 
Dulneſs is decent in the Church and State.. 
But 1 forget that flill "tis underflood 

Bad Plays are befl decry'd by ſhowing Good: 

Cit filent then, that my pleas'd Soul may fee 

A judging Audtence once, and avorthy mes _ 
My faithful Scene from true Records ſhall tell, 
Hero Trojan Yalour did the Greek excel! ; 
Hour great Fore-fathers ſhall their Fame regain, 
And Homer's angry Ghoſt repine in wain. 
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HECTOR, 


TROILUS,- 


PRIAM, 

ENEAS, 
PAN DAR Us, 
CALCHAS,- 


AGAMEMNON, - 


ULySs$Es, 
ACHILLES,. 
Ajax, 
NESTOR, 
Dio uE DES, 
Par ROL us, 
MENELAus, 
TRE RSIT ES, 


GR ESSInA, 
AN DpROMAC HE, 


W OIM E N. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Mr. S mib. 
Mr. Berterton. 
Mr. Perciwall. 
Mr: Foſeph Williams, 
Mr. Leigh. 
Mr. Percival}. 


Mr. Gilh. 
Mr. Harris. 
Mr. David William: 
Mr. Brigbi. 
Mr. Norris. 
Mr. Crosby. 
Mr. Bowman: 
Mr. Richards. 
Mr. Underhill. 


Mrs. Mary Lee. 
Mrs. B etterton.- 
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ACTI SCENE 1 
SCENE, 4 Camp: 


medes, and Neſtor. 


AG AME MN ON. 


new, I 


= * GO. | 
Fey Since every Action of recorded Fame 
Has with long Difficulties been involv'd, 
Not arſwering that Idea of the Thought 
Which gave it Birth; why then, you Grecian Chiefs, 
ta ſickly Eyes do you behold our Labours, 
und think 'em our Diſhonour, which indeed 
re the protractive Tryals of the Gods, 
lo prove heroick Conſtancy in Men? 
) Mor. With due Obſervance of thy Sovereign-Seat. 
ieat Aamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply 
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Inter Agamemnon, Mencia, Uly ſſes, Dio- 


D RINC Es, it ſeems not ſtrange to us nor 


That afer Nine Years Siege J makes- 
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42 TROTLVUSs n CanssrD a; 
Thy well-weigh'd Words: In ſtruggling with Misfor. 


Lies the true Proof of Virtue : On ſmooth. Seas, [tunes T 
How inany bawble Boats dare ſet their Sails, Sp 
And make an equal Way with firmer Veſlels! 1} 
But let the Tempeſt once inrage that Sea, 75 
And then behold the ſtrong-rib'd Argofee, | 
Bounding between the Ocean and the Air, Fr 

Like Perſeus mounted on his Pegaſus. 0 
Then where are thoſe weak Rivals of the Main?“ Th 
Or to avoid the Tempeſt fled to Port, Ha 

Or made a Prey to Neptune: Even thus Di. 
Do empty Show, and true-priz'd Worth divide Le 
In Storms of Fortune. rk; Up 

Uly/es. Mighty 4gamemnon! _ Anc 
Heart of our Body, Soul of our Defigns, Wh 
In whom the Tempers, and the Minds of all Mir 

| Shou'd be inclos'd : Hear what Uly/es ſpeaks. * 

Agam. Yeu have free Leave. 7 

DLs. Troy had been down ere this, and Hector's Sword (Th 
Wanted a Maſter, but for our Diſorders : And 
1h' Obſervance due to Rule has been neglected; Belle 
Obſerve how many Grecian Tents ſtand void And 
Upon this Plain; fo many hollow Factions: 80 re 
For when the General is not like the Hive, Thai 

Jo whom the Foragers ſhould all repair, And 
What Honey can our empty Combs expect? he 
Or when Supremacy of Kings is ſhaken, _ From 
What can ſucceed ? How cou'd Communities Tick 
Or peaceful Traffick from divided Shores, Ne 
Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Sceptres, Laurels, * 
But by Degree ſtand on their ſolid Baſe? He he 
Then every thing reſolves to brutal Force, Caſts 
And headlong Force is led by hoodwink'd Will. Has e 
For wild: Ambition, like a ravenous Wolf, All of 
Spurr'd on by Will, and ſeconded by Power, Aa 

Muſt make an univerſal Prey of all, When 

And laſt devour it ſelf. . To m 
Ne. Moſt prudently Uhſes has diſcover'd But w] 
The Malady whereof our State is fick. or all 

Diom, Tis Truth be ſpeaks, the General's diſdain Appea 


- 
— 


Fal Es nu, ns DA. 43 


zy him one Step beneath, he by the next: 
That next by him below : So each Degree 
Spurns upward at Superiour Eminence: 
Thus our Diſtempers are their ſole Support ; 
Troy in our Weakneſs lives, not in her Strength. 
Azam. The Nature of this Sickneſs found, inform us 
From whence it draws its Birth ? 
Lu. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crowns 
The Chief ef all our Hoſt 
Having his Ears buzz'd with his noiſy Fame, 
Diſdains thy Sovereign Charge, and in his Tent - 
Lies mocking our Deſigns ; with him Patroclus 
Upon a lazy Bed, breaks ſcurril jeſts, 
And with ridiculous and aukward Action, 
Which, Slanderer, he Imitation calls, 
Mimicks the Grecian Chiefs. 
F j OTST 
Ul;/. Ev*n thee, the King of Men, he does not ſpare, 
| (The Monkey Author). but thy Greatneſs pageants, 
And makes of it Rehearſals: like a Player 
Bellowing hi. Paſſion till he break the Spring, 
And his raex'a Voice jar to his Audience; 
do repreſents he Thee, theugh more unlike 
Than Vulcan is to Venus. 5 
And at this fulſome Stuff, the Wit of Apes, 
The large Achilles on his Preſt-bed lolling, 
From his deep Cheſt roars ont a loud Applauſe, 
Tickling his Spleen, and laughing till he wheeze. 
Neſtor. Nor are you ſpar'd, Ul;/es,” but, as you ſpeak. 
B 1 | 
He hems ere he begins, then ſtreakes his Beard, 
Caſts down his Looks, and winks with half an Eye; 
Has every Action, Cadence, Motion, Tone, 
All of you but the Senſe. 
Agam. Fortune was merry 7 80 | 
When he was born, and plaid a trick on Nature 
To make a Mimick Prince; he ne'er Acts ill, 
But when, he would ſeem Wile : he Wh 
oer all he fays or does from ſerious Thought, 1 
(Appears fo wretched that he mocks his Title, ; by 
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42 TROII VS CRESSTD: A; 
Thy well-weigh'd Words: In ſtruggling with Misfor. 

Lies the true Proof of Virtue : On ſmooth Seas, l tunes 
How inany bawble Boats dare ſet their Sails, | 
And make an equal Way with firmer Veſlels! 


But let the Tempeſt once inrage that Sea, 


And then behold the ſtrong-rib'd Argoſee, - 
Bounding between the Ocean and the Air, 
Like Perſeus mounted on his Pegaſus. e 
Then where are thoſe weak Rivals of the Main- 
Or to avoid the Tempeſt fled to Port, 

Or made a Prey to Neptune: Even thus 

Do empty Show, and true-priz'd Worth divide 
In Storms of Fortune, 

Diet. Mighty 4gamemmon ! | 
Heart of our Body, Soul of our Defigns, 


In whom the Tempers, and the Minds of all 


Shou'd be inclos'd : Hear what Uly/zs ſpeaks. 
Asam. You have free Leave. 3 
Uly/es. Troy had been down ere this, and Hector's Sword 
Wanted a Maſter, but for our Diſorders: 
1h' Qbſervance due to Rule has been neglected; 
Obſerve how many Greczan Tents ſtand void 


pon thus Plain; fo many hollow Factions: 


For when the General is not like the Hive, 
To waom the Foragers ſhould all repair, 
What Honey can our empty Combs expect? 
Or when Supremacy of Kings is ſhaken, _ 
What can ſucceed ? How cou'd Communities 
Or peaceful Traffick from divided Shores, 


Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Sceptres, Laurels, 


But by Degree ſtand on their ſolid Baſe ? 
Then every thing reſolves to brutal Force, 
And headlong Force is led by hoodwink' d Will. 
For wild. Ambition, like a ravenous Wolf, 
Spurr'd on by Will, and ſeconded by Power, 
Muſt make an univerſal Prey of all, 
And laſt devour it ſelf. e 
Ne. Moſt prudently Ulyſes has diſcover'd 
The Malady whereof our State is fick. * 
Diom, Tis Truth he ſpeaks, the General's a 4 
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zy him one Step beneath, he by the next: 
That next by him below : So each Degree 
Spurns upward at Superiour Eminence: 
Thus our Diſtempers are their ſole Support ; 
Joy in our Weakneſs lives, not in her Strength. 
Azam. The Nature of this Sickneſs found, inform us. 
From whence it draws its Birth ? 
D. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crowns 
The Chief ef all our Hoſt —— | 
Having his Ears buzz'd with his noiſy Fame, 
Diſdains thy Sovereign Charge, and in his Tent - 
Lies mocking our Deſigns ; with him Patgoclus 
Upon a lazy Bed, breaks ſcurril jeſts, 
And with ridiculous and aukward Action, 
Which, Slanderer, he Imitation calls, 
Mimicks the Grecian Chiefs. 
Azam. As how, Ulyes?. 0 
Ul;/. Ev*n thee, the King of Men, he does not ſpare, 
(The Monkey Author). but thy Greatneſs pageants, 
And makes of it Rehearſals: like a Player 
Bellowing hi. Paſſion till he break the Spring, 
Ard his raex's Voice jar to his Audience; 
So repreſents he Thee, though more unlike 
Than Vulcan is to Venus. | m 
And at this fulſome Stuff, the Wit of Apes, 
The large Achilles on his Preſt-bed lolling, 
From his deep Cheſt roars ont a loud Applauſe, 
Tickling his Spleen, and laughing till he wheeze. _ 
Neſtor. Nor are you ſpar'd, Us, but, as you ſpcak. 
Lon. | 3 
He hems ere he begins, then ſtreakes his Beard, 
Caſts down his Looks, and winks with half an Eye; 
Has every Action, Cadence, Motion, Tone, | 
All of you but the Senſe. 5 
Agam. Fortune was merry 
When he was born, and plaid a trick on Nature 
To make a Mimick Prince; he ne'er Acts ill, 
But when, he would. ſeem Wile : is 
For all he ſays or does from ſerious Thought, 
Appears ſo wretched that he mocks his Title, 
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44 Tx LVs and CRRS 8154. 
And is his own Buffon. 

Uh. In Imitation of this 8 Fool, 
Ajax is grown Self- will'd as broad Achilles, | 


He keeps a Table too, makes factious Feaſts, 
Rails on our State of War, and ſets Ther ates 


(A ſlar derous Slave of an o'erflowing Gall) 1 
To level us with low Compariſons: | 0 

They Tax our Policy with Cowardice, f 
Count Wiſdom of no Moment in the War, n 


In brief, eſteem no Act, but that of Hand ; 
The Kill and thoughtful Parts which move thoſe Hands, 
With them are but thg Tafxs cut out by Fear 
To be perform'd by Valour. 

Asam. Let. this be granted, and Aebille? Horſe 
Is more of ute than he: but you, grave Pair, 
Like Time and Wiſdom marching Hand in Hand, 
Moſt put a ſtop to theſe incroaching IIls: 
Jo you we leave the Care: 
You who cou'd ſhow whence the Diſtemper ſprings, 
Mult indicate cke Dignity of Kings. 2 


8 e N E 7e. 


Enter Pandarus and Troilus. 


Toycil. Why ſhould I fight without the Trojan Walls, 
Who, without fighting, am o'erthrown within? 
The Trojan who is Maſter of a Soul, 
Let 1 to battle, Troilus has none. 
Pand. Will this never be at an End with 1 ? 
 Troil. The Greeks are ſtrong, and ſkilful to their Strength, 
Fierce to their Skill, and to their Fierceneſs wary ; 
But I am weaker than.a Woman's „ 
Tamer than Sleep, fonder than Ignorance: | 
And Artleſs as unpraQtis'd Infancy. WH 
Pand. Well, I have told you enough of this; * my 
part I'll not meddle nor make any further in your Love: 
He that will eat of the Roaſtmeat, muſt ftay for tit 
kindling of the Fire. 
Troil. Have I not ſtay d? 
Pad. Ay, the kindling ; but you muſt ſtay te ſpitting 
of the Meat.. Tru 


1 * n q : * " 
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TROoIL Vs and CRESSIDA, 45 
Toil. Have I not ftay'd ? | 
Pand. Ay, the ſpitting : but there's two Words to a 
Bargain : you mult ſtay the roaſting too. RY 
roi. Still have I ſtay'd: and ſtill the farther off. 
Pand. That's but the roafting, but there's more in this 
Word Stay 3 there's the taking off the Spit, the makin 
of the Sawce, the difhing, the ſetting on the Table, 5, 
ſaying Grace; nay you muſt ſtay the cooling too, or you 
may chance to burn your Chaps. 
Troil. At Priam's Table penſive do I ſit, 
And when fair Cre/ida comes into my Thoughts 
(Can ſhe be faid to come, who ne'er was abſent!) 
Pand. Well, ſhes a moſt raviſhing Creature ; and ſhe 
look'd Yeſterday moſt killingly, f 
with her Eyes, ſhe cut to the Quick with every Glance 
A | 8 7 
Troil. I was about to tell thee, when my Heart 
Was ready with a Sigh to cleave in two, 
Left Hector, or my Father ſhould perceive me, 
J have with mighty Anguiſh of my Senl 
Juſt at the Birth ſtifled this ftill-born Sigh, 
And ford my Face into a painful Smile. 


Pand. I meaſur'd her with my Girdle Yeſterday, ſhe's 
not half a Yard about the Waiſt, but ſo taper a Shape did 
I never ſee ; but when I had her in my Arms, Lord, 
thought I, and by my Troth I could not forbear Sighing, 
if Prince Troi/us had her at this Advantage, and |1 were 
holding of the Door. — An ſhe were a thought taller, but 
as ſhe is, ſhe wants not an Inch of Helen neither; but 
3th, there's no more Compariſon between the Women 
there was Wit, there was a ſweet Tongue ! How her 
Words melted in her Mouth ! Mercury wou'd have been 
glad to have ſucha Tongue in his Mouth, I warrant him. 


i wou'd ſome Body had heard her talk Yeſterday, as I did. 


" MY Troil. Oh Pandarus, when I tell thee I am mad 
oe In Cre/id's Love, thou anſwer'ſt ſhe is fair; 
du braiſeſt her Eyes, her Stature, and her Wit; 
But praiſing thus, inſtead of Oyl and Balm, | 
Thou lay'ſ in every Wound her Love has giv'n me, 
The Sword that made it. 


Pand. 


e had ſuch a Stroke 
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Pand. I give her but her Due. 

Troil., Thou giv'ſt her not ſo much. 

Pand. Faith Ill ſpeak. no more of as let her be A 
ſheis : If ſhe be a Beauty, tis the better for her; and ſhe 


be not, ſhe has the Mends in her own Hands, for Pay. 1 
daras. 

Troil. In ſpight of me thou wiltmiſtake my Meaning, : 

Pand. J have had but my Labour for my Pains, ill / 
thought on of her, and ill thought on of you: Gone be. I, 
tween and between, and am Cound 3 in the Milſtones 10 
for my Labour. 8 

Troil. What art thou angry, Pandarus, with thy Friend 

Pand. Becauſe ſhe's my Niece, therefore ſhe's not ſo 
Fair as Hellen; and ſhe were not my Niece, Thow me ſuch m 
another Piece of Woman's Fleſh; take her Limb by Limb, 

I fay no more, but if Paris had ſeen her firſt, Menclay; 
had been no Cuckold : but what care I if ſhe were a 
Blackmoor, what am I the better for her Face ? W 

Troil. Said I ſhe was not beautiful? o 

Pand. I care not if you did, ſhe's a Fool to ſtay be. Is. 
hind her Father Calchas, let her to the Greeks ; and ſo . He 
Pl tell her: for my part I am e Fl meddle ro . an 
more in your Affairs. Bef, 

Troil. But hear me! Yo 

„Fand. Net Il. 0 

Foil. Dear Pandarus: 

Pand. Pray ſpeak no more on vt, I'll not burn my P 
Fingers in ano er Body's Buſineſs, I'll leave it as | C 
found it, and there's an End. [Ext p. 
Tyoil. O Gods, how do you torture me at C 


I cannot come to Creſſid but by him, 
And he's as peeviſh to be woo'd to woe, 
As ſhe is to be won. Hege 
Enter Eneas. | 

Eneas. — now, Prince Troilus; why ne not in the 


Battle ? Pat 

Treil. Becauſe not there ; this Woman's Anſwer ut now 
me; . 
For Womaniſh it is to be from thence : em to 
What News, Zneas, from the Field to-day ? Pot co; 


can! 
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1 Paris is hurt. | 

Jroil. By whom? 

Ar. By NMenel aus. Hark what good Sport 


> "ah within. 


Is out of Town te-day, when I hear ſuch * 
] cannot hold from dancing. 
Troil. I'll-make one, 

And try to loſe an anxious Thought or tro 

In heat of Action. | 

Thus Coward:like from Love to War I run, £46 de. 

Seek the leſs Dangers, and the greater ſhun. [Ex. Aol | 
Enter Creſlida. 

c My Lord AZ nas, who were thoſe went by f I 
mean the Ladies. 

Es. Queen Hecuba, and Hellen. 

Creſ. And whither go they? 

An. Up to the Weſtern Tower, 
Wheſe Height commands as ſubject all che Vale, 
Jo ſee the Battle. Hector, whole Patience : 
| Is fix d like that of Heav'n, to-day was mov'd: 

He chid Andromache, and ſtruck his Armourer, 

And as there were good Huſbandry in War, 

Before the Sun was up he went to Field; 

Yeur Pardon, Lady, that's my Buſineſs tos. [Ex. Eneas; 

Creſ. Hector's a gallant Warriour. 
= Enter Pandarus. 
my Pand. What's that, what's that? 

Creſ. Good-morrow, Uncle Pandarus. 

Pard. Good-morrow, Couſin Craſi da: When were an 
at Court / 

Creſ. This Morning, Uncle. 

Pand. What were you a talking, when I came ? Was 
Hector arm'd, and gone ere ye came? Hector was ſtir- 
ring early. 


Creſ. That I was talking of; and of his Anger. 


xt. 


know the Cauſe : He was ſtruck down Yeſterday'in the 
Wattle, but he'll lay about him; he'll cry Quittancewith 
dem to-day Pll anſwer for him: And there's Fyoilus will 
zot come far behind him; let em take Heed. of Troilus, 


Hand. Was he angry, ſay you? true he was fo, and I 


can tell 'em that too. | Creſ. 
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48 Tao Ls and CRRESSID A. 
Creſ. What was he ſtruck down too? ad 
Pand.W ho, Troilus? Troilus is the better Man ofthe two. 
Creſ. Oh 3 there's no Compariſon, 7707/1 
the better Man! 
Pand. What, no Compariſon between Hector and Trai- 
lus? do you know a Man if you ſee him ? 
Creſ. No, for he may look like a Man, and not be one. 
Pand. Well, I ſay Troilus is Troilus. 
Creſ. That's what I ſay, for I am ſure be is not He. : 
Pand. No, nor Hector 1 is not 75 roilus, make Your beſt of x 
that, Niece! H 
Creſ. Tis true, for enck of 'em is himſelf. ſe 
- - Pand. Himſelf! alas poor Troelus ! I wou'd he were 
| himſelf; weil, the Gods are all-ſufficient, and Time muf 


-; <a rey rod wes 


mend or end: I wou'd he were himſelf, and wou'd [ ſee 
were a Lady for his Sake. I would not anfver for my as 
Maidenhead. —— No, He&or is not a better Man tha ff T 
Troilus. 
* Cre/. Exenſe me. ( 
Pand. Pardon me: Troilus is in * Bud: *tis early Day 1 
with him, you ſhall tell me another Tale when 77, * 
come to Bearing: And yet hell not bear neither in ſome i *?" 
Senſe. No, Hector ſhall never have his Virtues. 
| _- Creſ. No Matter. : N. 
Pand. Nor his Beauty, nor his F aſhion, nor r his Wi, BAL 
he ſhall have nothing of him. you 
Cireſ. They would not become him, his ownare better per 
Pand. How, his own better! you have no J udgmem f en 
Niece, Helen her ſelf ſwore th' other Day, tl at Froilu 
for a manly brown Complexion; (for ſo it is, 1 muſt cos. "Bok 


. feſs ;) not brown neither. 
Cref. No, but very brown. | O br: 


Pand. Faith to ſay Truth, brown and not brow: nance 
Come I ſwear to you, I th nc Helen loves him betet Cr 
than Parts : Nay I'm ſure ſhe does. She comes me to P a, 

bim t' other Day, into the Bow - Window /, and you kno ©" hit 
Troilus has not above three or four Hairs on his Chin. : H. 
Creſ. That's but a bare Commendation. ow a 
Pand. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, nere 

. comes, and puts me her white Hand to his cloven = | 2 Y 
| | | 70 An 
Vo 


* * A C 
* WM 
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Crest. Has he been fighting then, how came it cloven ? 
Pand. Why, you know it is dimpled. I cannot chuſe 
but laugh to think how ſhe ticKled his cloven Chin: She 
has a marvellous white Hand I muſt needs confeſs. 
But let that paſs, for I know who has a whiter : 
Well Couſin, I told you a thing Yeſterday,” think on't, 
Creſſ. So I do, Uncle. [think owt. 
Pand. I'll be {worn tis true; he will weep ye, and 
'twere a Man born in April. [A Retreat founded; 
Hark, they are returning from the Field ; ſhall we ſtay and 
ſee em as they come by, ſweet Niece? do ſweet Niece 
Crefſ. For once you ſhall command me. [ Creſſida. 
Pand. Here, here, here's an excellent Place; we may 


9 F a 44 


Triilus, he's worth your marking. ex. 
8 Eneas paſſes over the Stage. 
Crefſ. Speak not ſo loud then. 


1 . (4 many a Grecian he has laid with his Face 
"WH upward ; but mark Troilus, you ſhall ſee anon. 


Enter Antenor paſſing. 


you, and he's the ableſt Man for Judgment in all Toy, 
you may turn him looſe Yfaith, and by my Troth a pro- 
per Perſon : When comes Toz/us ? I'll ſhow you Troilus 
anon; if he ſee me, yau ſhall ſee him nod at me. 

| Here rt. 

That's Hector. that, that, look you that, there's a 
Fellow, go thy Way Hector, there's a brave Man, Niece : 
O brave Hector, look how he looks! there's a Counte- 
| nance : Is't not a brave Man, Niece ? 25 = 
| Cref. I always told you ſo. E 

Pand. Is a not? it does a Man's Heart good to look 


1 on him; look you, look you there, what Hacks are on 
% his Helmet? this was no Boys Play !faith, he laid it on 


there are Hacks, Niece ! 
Creſſ. Were thoſe with Swords? 
Pand. Swords, or Bucklers, Faulchions, Darts, and 
TY hi Be O 


ſce em here moſt bravely, and T'Il tell you all their Names 
as they paſs by ; but mark Tyoilus above the reſt, mark 


Pand. That's ua. Is't not a brave Man that? he's | 


That's Autenor, he has a notable Head - piece I can tell 


with a Vengeance, take it off whoſe will, as they fay ! 


Lances 
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Lances! any thing, he cares not! and the Devil 

*tis.all: one to him by Ae @ end. ta 

Lam half afraid to prailethim, 
F 


| Enter Paris. 
Vonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris, lool ye 
yonder Niece; is't nat a 12 * young Prince too? He 
draws the beſt Bow in all T7; he hits you to a Span 


2 ow e he came home hurt to- : 
day? why this w o Han now! Ha! 
eh pars pad SEK ys 2 
Ce. Who's that bisch Man. Uncle? 5 
Pand. That's Malenms. IL marvel where Troilu i is all | 
this. while? that's Helknns. I; think Talus went not WW jc 
forth to Day; that's Halenus, e yo 
Crep. Can Helenus fight, Uncle? _ 
Pand. Helenus No, yes, ke II fight indifferently well, 
I marvel in my Heart what's become of Troilxs ? Hark. ( 
do you not hear the People cry Troiles ?- Helenus, is a 
Prieſt and keeps a Whore, n 41 
he's no true Prieſt I warrant him. | We 
Enter Troilus paſſing over. Lon 
Cref. What ſneaking Fellow comes ,yonder? Idar 
Pand. Where, yonder? that's Deiphabas: No, I lye, As i 
J lye, that's Tyoilus, there's a Man, Niece ! hem! 0 Why 
| brave Troi/as! the Prince of Chivalty, and Flower of WW Hoy 
: _ Crep. Peace, for Shame Peace. Fidelity To f. 
Pand. Nay, but mark him then O irave7; Be: oy there: is 
a Man of Men, Niece! look you how. his Sword äh And 
bloody, and his Helmet more hack'd than Hector 's, and 


how he looks, and how he goes! O admirable \ outh! . 
he ne'er ſaw two and twenty. Go thy Way Toilas, g = '& 
thy Way ! had Ja Siſter were a Grace, and a Daughter: 
Goddeſs, he ſhould take his Choice of em. O admirable 
Man! Paris, Paris is Dirt to him, and I warrant Hein 
to change, wou'd give all the Shoes in her Shop to boot. 

Enter common Soldiers paſſing over. 2 
Crefſ. Here come more. 
Pand. Aſſes, Fools, Dolts, Dirt and Dung, Stuff and 


Lame: Porridge after Meat? but I could live and de Thus 


with 


T N O:1:1::8 and. Cn: EiSiST'D A, 91 
with Troilus. Ne'er look, W ne er 2 
are gone: Apes and Monkeys, the fag E Crea 
ricky I had rather be ſuch a Manas Troilus, than Aga- 
nemnon and: all Greeves- .; (Man! 


Pand. Atbilles l a: Carman, a-Beaſt of: Burden; a very 
Camel; have you any: Eyes. Niece, do your know's 
ry; with Troilus g 5 

1 0 Enter _—— 


2 
* TH 
Pand. Ay, a Toketifrom Prince Tralur. [ Ex: Pander. 
Creſſ. By the ſame Token you are er Upcic. 
Crefhdai-a/ore: 
A ſtrange diſſembiling Sex: we Women are: 
Well hs we Men, when we our ſelves deceive. 
Long has my {ecret-Soullov'd Troilus. 
I drunk his Praiſes from my Uncle!s 
As if my Ears cou'd ne'er be ſatisfy d; 
Why then, why ſaid / I not, I love this Prince * 
How conld my Tongue conſpire againſt my Heart, 
To ſay Llov'd him not? O childih Love! «© 
'Tis like an Infant fraward in his Play, 
And what he anode deſires, he ebe 0 


7 Ea 2 


> AGO CS. 


SCENE, 8 
Euter Priam, Hector, Troilus, and Eneas. 


Priam. N F T E R th Expence of ſo much Time and 
Blood, 


Thus once again the Grecians ſend to Tjop, 
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Crefſ. There's: Aabill among the Greeks, he's a brave. 
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52 TrorT Vs OCE 19 A; 
Deliver Helen, and all other Loſes _ y 


Shall be forgotten. Hector, what ſay you to't ? | 
Hes. Though no Man leſs can fowl the Greeks thanT, L 


Vet there's no Virgin of more tender Heart, H 
More ready to cry out, Who knows the Conſequence, 
Than Hector is; for modeſt Doubt is mix d 7 
With manly Courage beſt; let Helen go. Bu 
If we have loſt ſo many Men of ours, W 
To keep a Thing not ours; not worth te us 
The Value of a Man, what Reaſon is there If 
Still to retain the Cauſe of ſo much III? 4&4 But 
Troil. Fy, fy, my noble Brother oo Th. 
Weigh you the Worth and Honour of a King, Spe 
So great as Afa's Monarch, in a Scale | In « 
Of common Ounces thus? DI YC, But 


Are Fears and Reaſons fit to be conluter'd, 
When a-King's Fame ee Vs 
Hef. Brother, ſhe's not worth 
What her Defence has coſt us. 
Troil. What's ought, but as tis valued ? - 


He#. But Value dwells not in Opinion only : 7 
It hold the Dignity and Eſtimation, | Wer 
As well, wherein tis precious of it ſelf, Tha 
As in the Prizer ; tis Idolatry I wo 
To make the Service greater than the God. Spent 
Troil. We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, WM Sie i: 
When we have worn em: The remaining Food And . 
Throw not away, becanſe we now are The r 
If you confeſs 'twas Wiſdom Paris went, | For t. 
As you muſt needs; for you all ery'd, Go, go: But gf 
If you'll confeſs he brought home noble Prize, When 
As you muſt needs; for you all clapt yeur Hands, An 
And cry'd, Ineſtimable: Why do you now Trot 
So under-rate the Value of your Purchaſe ? Hef 
For let me tell you, tis unmanly Theft, [Religi 
When we have taken what we fear to keep! lt ends 
n. There's not the meaneſt Spirit in our Party 
Without a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, Pria 
When Helen is defended : None ſo noble To ma 
Whoſe Life were ill beſtow'd, or Death unfam'd, Het 


When 


when Helen is the Subject. e wat N 
Priam. So ſays Parit. Miro ork 
Like one beſotted on effeminate EIT bil 1 
He has the Honey ſtill, but 1 Gall. 0 
En. He not opoſes meerly to himſelf 11 

The Pleaſures a Beauty brings with its 9 od os N 


Ps 'd have the Stain of Helen's Rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
Hed. Troilus and AEneas, you have aid: 
If ſaying ſuperficial things be Reaſon. - - - 
But if this Helen be another's Wife, 


The moral Laws of Nature and of Nations . * ; + 


Speak loud the be reſtor d: Thus to perſiſt 
In doing Wrong, extenuates not Wrong, . 


But makes it much more ſo: Hector's Opinion 0 


Is this, in Way of Truth: Vet ne ertheleſa, 
My ſprightly Brother, I encline to you 
in Reſo — to defend her ſtill _ 
For 'tis a Cauſe on which our Trojan Honour 
And common Reputation will d | 
Troil. Why there you touch'd the Life of our i Deg: 
| Were it not Glory that we covet more 
Than War and Vengeance [Beaſts and Women's b 
I wou'd not wiſh a Drop of Trojan Blood 
Spent more in her Defence : But oh ! my Brother, 
She is a Subject of Renown and Honour, 
And I preſume brave Hector wou'd not lole 
The rich Advantage of his future Fame be anc 
For the wide World's Revenue: —I have Buſineſs; J 
But glad I am to leave you thus reſolv d. 
When ſuch Arms ſtrike, ne'er doubt of the Succeſs. 
An, May we not gueſs do 
Troil, You may, and be deceiy d. [Exit Treil: 
Hef. A Woman, on my Life: Even fo it happens, 
Religion, State-Affairs, whate' er 8 the wen \ 
It ends in Women till. 
Enter Andromache. 
Priam. See here's your Wife K 
To make that Maxim good. diu, 
Heet. Welcome, Andromache : Vous Looks are chear- 
gr BB Cc 3 You 
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To lead this iy "Life. % \ 


This wound be Courage, 


31 1 — RYE zan hn. 


You bring ſome pleaſing News. 
Andre. Nothing that's ſerious... 


Your little Son A/yanas — 


As his Ambaſfadrefss. 

Hes. Upon hat B? 

Andro. No'leſs than that his Susie ais Day 
Would make him Xnigh 
For ſhou'd he ſtay to be a Man, he thinks - 
You'll kill em - "nnd leave no Work for him. 

Priam. Your 1 Bleod, Hel. 

Andro. And therefore he defigns vo dend a Challenge 


2» Agamemnom, Ajax, or Achilles; 


o prove they do not well to bern ear Ricks ; 
Foo 4 = ep us coap'd n 


5 


Het. W hat:Sparks ef Honour Fa 4s; 
Fly from this Child 1 che Gods ſpeak in him ſure: 
It ſhall be ſo —— Hl det. E964 
Priam. What means: my 8on? 
He. To ſend a Challenge to the bali ene 
Is net that Oduntry ours ? thoſe fruitfal Fields 


| 2 by yn fiber Flood, are they not ours? 


Vines that tempt our longi , 
Ee we noni em? ſhall we call em — 2 
And dare met make em fo? by Heavens I'll know 
Which of theſe haughty Grecians dares to think 
He can kgep Hebe Pris'ner here in Troy. | 

Priam. If He&or only were à private Man, 
but in him tis Madneſs. 
The general Safety on your Liſe depends; 


And frou'd Fans fey; this raſh Atterapt, | 
Tir with a Groan wou'd feel his * go out, 


And breathe her laſt in you. 

. The Taſk you undertake is hazardous: 
Suppoſe you win, what wou'd the Profit be? 
If 4jax or Achilles fell beneath 
Your thundring Arm, wou'd all the reſt depart ? 
Wou'd Agamemnon, or his injur'd Brother 
Set Sail for this? then it were worth your Danger. 
* as it is, as Der ene. 


Againd 


t: He iongs to / kill rad; 


Tao rLUs d CATS IDA. 35 
Againſt whole Heaps of Se. 0 

9 He tells you true. | 

s. Suppoſe one 4thax, or Achilles be... 
They can repair with more that ſingle Loſs: | 15 Eno 
Troy has but one, one Hector. | uy, : 

"Bi. No, X#ncas ? | | 
What then art thou ; and what i is rene 
What will Aſyanax be ? : 

Priam: An Hector one Day, 
But you muſt let him live to be a Hegor. 
And who. fhall-make him ſuch when you are gone . 
Who ſhall inſtruct his Tenderneſs in Arms, | 
Or give lis Childhood Leſſons of the War? 
4 | 
And make it bear in Manhood yo 8 
| ſhrouded long beneath the — ae, 
Before it be tranſplanted from its Eavth, 
And truſt it {ſelf for Growth. 5 

Hee. Alas, my Father! 
You have not drawn one Reaſon from. your ſelf, 
But publick Safety, and my-Son's.green Years: 
In this neglecting that main Argument, 
Truſt me you chide my filial Pietj: 
As if I cou'd be won from my Reſolves 
By Troy, or by my Son, or any Name 
More dear to me than your s. 

Priam. I did not name my ſelf; uin 1 know. 
When thou are gone, I need no .Grecian S 
To 3 but onbhy Fector's Loſs... 
Daughter, why ſpeak not you ? why ſtand you dient * 
| Have you no Right in Hector as a Wife? 

Andro. I — de worthy to be Hector's Wife - * 
And had I been a Man, as my Soul's one, jon 
I had afpir'4 Aa nobler Name, his Friend. 

How I love Hachen, (need I ſay I love him?) 

I am not but in hams 

But when J ſee him arming for his Hemdur, N 

His Ceuntry and his Gods, that martial Fire, 

That mounts his Courage, heindles ev'n to me: 

; And 9 Trojan Matrons wait him dẽt 
ing . With 


— — gn — 


> - CO 2 
a 9 L _ * * 7» * ua ** 95 - n 
oy” vt, ” * N a6 * , 4 * 4 bs T 
{ ao 3 - M <- + a #4: FM 3 ths. of Y * —— & 
5 T 4 - LOBE 4 > # m—__ > 1 * = 5 * 8 2 — 2 
P : J * mn * * N * 

* * * — 
be - 


5 Wich Pay rs, and meet t with pane” tha his Ram; 
The Pride of Virtue beats wih hin my Breaſt, 
To wipe away the Sw¾eat and Duſt of War: © 
And dreſs my Herce, glorious in his Wounds. 
Hie. Come to my Arms, thou manher Virtue come ; 
Thou better Name than rope I chou not bluſh 
To hug a Chward: thus?  [ Embrace, 
Priam. Yet —_ fear! | 4 ö — 3 : 
Andro. There e a Woman; pa on, al Sir; 
Has he not phe thouſand lifted. Swords 
Of thick-rank'd Grecians, and ſhall one affright him? 
There's not a Day but he encounters Armies; 
And yet as ſafe, as if the broad-brim'd Shield 
That Pallas wears, were held twixt him and Death. 
Het, Thou know'ſt me well 3 and thou ſhalt praiſe me 
Gods make me worthy of thee | 8 = [more, 
Andro. You ſhill be 
M y Knight this Day, you ſhall not wear a Cauſe 


call 
So black as Helen's Rape upon your Breaſt. C 
Let Paris fight for Helen; Guilt for Guilt ; ters 
But when you fight for Honour and for me, 1 7 
Then let our equal Gods behold an Act, | = 
They may not bluſh to Crown. n ep: 
Head. Aneas' 80 : IOC 
And bear my Challenge to the Geile Camp. and 
If there be one amongſt t: e beſt of Greece, ſhe v 
Who holds his Honour higher than his Eaſe, 71 
Who knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear; 94 
Who loves his Miſtreſs more than in Confeſſion; they 
And dares avow her Beauty and her Worth, vou'l 
In other Arms than hers ; to him this ee your 
I have a Lady of more Truth and Beauty, our 
Than ever Greek did compaſs in his Arms: for ye 
And will to-morrow, with the Trumpet's Call, facd 
Mid-way, between their Tents, and theſe our Walls lone a1 
Maintain what I have ſaid; if any come | well i 
My Sword ſhall honour him, if none ſhall dare, Pains 
Then ſhall I fay at my Return to 7 roy, in the 
The Grecian Dames are Sun dunn, ax not worth upon't 
The web of a Lance, _ 2 vil cr 
Nt, 


mn 


TROILVs and CRS IA. 
Fn. It ſhall be told em , wy 
As boldly as you gave it : 


; | * 7 | * - | if 
Priam. Heav'n protect thee. | [Exeunt onnes. 


FONT" 
Enter Pandarus and Creflida. 


Pand. Yonder he ſtands, poor Wretch ! there flands e 


with ſuch a Look, and ſuch a Face, and ſuch repens 
Eyes, there he ſtands, poor Pris' ner. x * > 
Creſſ. What a Deluge of Words do you pour o 
Uncle, to ſay juſt nothing? „ 
Pand. Nothing do you call it? is that nothing, do 
you call it nothing? why he looks for all the World, 


like one of your raſcally MalefaQors, juſt thrown off the 
Gibbet, with his Cap down, his Arms ty'd down, his 


Feet ſprunting, his Body ſwinging. Nothing do you 
call it? this is nothing with a Vengeance. 

Crefſ. Or, what think you of a hurt Bird, that flut- 
ters about with a broken Wing? 


Pand. Why go to then, he cannot fly away then, then, 
that's certain, that's undoubted : there he lies to be taken 


up: but if you had ſeen him, when I ſaid to him, Take 


a good Heart, Man, and follow me; and fear no Colours, 


and ſpeak your Mind, Man: ſhe can never ſtand you: 
ſhe will fall, and *twere a Leaf in Autumn. 


Crefſ. Did you tell him all this without my Conſent? 
Pand. Why you did conſent, your Eyes conſented ; 


they blabb'd, they leer'd, their very Corners blabb'd. But 
vou'll ſay your Tongue faid nothing. No I warrant it: 
your Tongue was wiſer; your Tongue was better bred: 
your Tongue kept its own Counſel : Nay, I'll fay that 
for you, your Tongue ſaid nothing, Well, ſuch a ſhame- 
fac d Couple did I never ſee Days o'my Life: fo fraid of 


one another; ſuch ado to bring you to the Buſineſ: : 
well if this Job were well over, if ever I loſe my 
Pains again with an aukward Couple, let me be painted 


in the Sign-poſt for the Labour in vain : fy upon't, f. 
upon't ; there's no Conſcience in't: all honeſt People 
will cry Shame on't, | pohly 
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car Where is this Monſter to be ſhown ? what's to 


be given for a Sight of him? 


„ 


 Pand. Why ready Money, ready Money; you carry 
it about you: give and take is Square-dealing ; fre 
my Conſcience he's as errant a Maid as you are: I was. 
fain to uſe Violence to him, to pull him hither : and he 
pull'd and I pulPd: for you muſt know he's abſolutely 
the ſtrongeſt Youth in Trey: t'other Day he took Helen 
in one Hand, and Paris in t'other, and danc'd em at 
one another at Arms-end, and 'twere two Moppets : 
there was a Back, there were Bone and Sinews : there 
was a Back for you. 8 8 
Terre. For theſe good procuring Offices you'll be 
damn d one Day, Uncle. 

Pand. Who, I damn'd? Faith I doubt I fhall: by 
my Troth I think I ſhall ; nay if a Man be damn'd for 
doing Good, as thou fay'ſt, it may go hard with me. 

Cre. Then Pl not ſee Prince Troilus, I'll not be ac- 
eeſſary to your Damnation. | 

Pand. How, not ſee Prince Troilus ? why I have en- 
gag' d, I have promis'd, I have paſt my Word. I care not 
tor damning, let me alone for damning ; I value not 
damning in Compariſon with my Word. If I am damn'd 
it ſhall be a good damning to thee, Girl, thou ſhalt be my 
Heir, come 'tis a virtuous Girl, thou ſhalt help me to 
keep my Word, thou ſhalt ſee Prince Trailus. 

Lie Te Venture's great.  _ | 
Pad. No Venture in the World, thy Mother ventur d 
it for thee, and thou ſhall venture it for my little Couſin 
that muſt be. 188 6 
Cre. Weigh but my Fears, Prince Tr0i/us is young. — 
Pand. Marry is he, there's no Fear in that T hope, the 
Fear were if he were old and feeble. | 
Crefſ. And I a Woman. | 
Pand. No Fear yet, thou art a Woman, and he's 3 
Man, put them two together, put em together. 
Cres. And if I ſhould be frail — 
Pand. There's all my Fear that theu art not frail : 
thou ſhould'ſt be frail, all Fleſh is frail. 72 
Crefſ. Are you my Uncle, and can give this Counſel to 
your own Brother's Daughter? Pars, 
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Pand. If thou wert my own Daughter à thouſand 
Times over, I cu d dp n better for ther; what Would'ſt 


chou have Girl? he's a Prince, and a young Prince, and a 


loving young Prince! an Uncle do ſt thou call me? by 

Cupid 1 am a Father to thee ; get thee in, get thee in 

Girl, I hear him com ing. And do you hear Niece! L 

give you leave, ©, . [Exit Creflida. 

to deny a little, *twill be decent: but take Heed of Obſti - 
nacy, that's a Vice; no Obſtinacy, my dear Niece. | 
HW 1 Eutor Troilus. 1 7 OY 

Jroil. Now Pan darum. enn 20 

Pand. Now, my {weet Prince] have you ſeen my 

Niece ? no, I know you have note. 
Treil. No Pandarus ; I ftalk about your Doors 

Like a ſtrange Soul upon the Szygian Banks, 

Staying for Waftage : O be thou my Charon, 

And give me a {ſwift Tranſportance to Ehm, 

And fly with me to Crefida. | _ 765 
Pand. Walk here a Moment more: I'll bring her trait, 
Troil. I fear ſhe will not come : moſt ſure ſhe will not. 
Pand. How not come, and I her Uncle! why I tell 

you Prince, ſhe twitters at you. Ah poor ſwect Rogue, 

ah little Rogue, now does ſhe think, and think, and 
think again of what muſt be betwixt you two. Oh ſweet, 
oh ſweet -O what not come, and I her Uncle: 
Troil. Still thou flatter'ſt me; but pr'ythee flatter ſtill; 
for I wow'd hope; I wou'd not wake out of my pleafing 
Dream: oh Hope how ſweet thou art! but to hope al- 


Ways, and have no Effect of what we hope! 


and. Oh faint Heart, faint Heart well there's much 
good Matter in theſe old Proverbs ! No, ſhe'll not come 


| I warrant her; ſhe has no Blood of mine in her, not ſo 


much as will fill a Flea : But if ſhe does not come, and 

come, and come with a Swing into your Arms, I ſay no 

more, but ſhe has renounc'd all Grace, and there's an End, 
Troil. I will believe thee : go then, but be ſure, _ 
Pand. No, you wou'd not have me go; you are indiffe- 


rent: ſhall. go, ſay you? ſpeak the Word then: —yet- 


I care not: you may ſtand in your own Light; and loſe 
a ſweet young Lady's Heart: well, L. ſhall not go then! 


Troil.. 
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Fl. Fly, fly, thou tortur'ſt m: . 
Pand. De I fo, do1 ſo? as. I B er indeed? 
well, I will go. 
Troil. But yet thou do'ſt no 
. Pand. 1 go immediately, Ft 8 in a eke with 
2 Hecht yet yeu think a Man never does enough for 
ou: I have been labouring in your Buſineſs like any 
Moyle. I was with Prince Paris this Morning, to make 
your Excuſe at Nigh t for not fupping at Court: and ! 
found him. Faith how do you think I found him ? it 
does my Heart good to think how I found him: Te 
think a Man never does enough for you. 
Troil. Will you go then, what's this to Cr&/ida ? 
Pand. Why you will not hear a Man; what's this to 
Creſida? Why I found him abed, abed with Helena, by 
my Troth: Tis a ſweet Queen, a ſweet Queen; a very 
ſweet Queen, — but ſhe's nothing to my Couſin Creſſida; 


ſhe's a Blowſe, a Gipſy, a Tawney-moor to my Couſin 


Cre//ida : And ſhe lay with one white Arm underneath 
the Whorſon's Neck: Oh ſuch a white, Lilly-white, 
round, plump Arm as it was— and you muſt know it 
was ſtript up to th Elbows: and ſhe did fo kiſs him, and 
ſo huggle him : — as who ſhould fay - 
Troil. But ſtill thou ſtay'ſt: What's this to Creſſida? 
Pand. Why I made your Excuſe to your Brother Pa- 
ris; that I think's to Cre/ida ; but ſuch an Arm, ſuch a 
Hand, ſuch taper Fingers! t'other Hand was under the 
Bed-cloaths, that I ſaw not, I confeſs, that Hand 1 ſaw not. 
Trail. Again thou tortur'ſt me. 
Pand. Nay I was tortur'd too; old as I am, J was tor- 
- tar'd too: but for all that, I cou'd make a Shift, to make 
him, to make your Excuſe, to make your Father; — by 
Joe when I think of that Hand, I am ſo raviſh'd, 
that I know what I fay: I was tortur'd too. 
[ Froilus turns away diſcontented. 
Well, go, 1 go: J fetch her, I bring her, I conduct her; 
not come quoth a, and I her Uncle! [Exit Pan. 
Jil. I'm giddy ; Expectation wharls me round: 
Th imaginary Reliſh. is ſo ſweet, + 
That it 3 wy Senſe; ; what will it be 


When 


TRo1tLusS and CRESSIDA, Gr 
When I ſhall taſte that Nectar? 
It muſt be either Death, or Joy too fine 
For the Capacity of humane Powers, 
I fear it much: and I do fear beſide, 
That I ſhall loſe Diſtinction in my Joys: 
As does a Battle when they charge on Heaps 
A flying Enemy. | +68 
Re-enter Pandarus. 


Pand. She's _— her ready: ſhe'll come ſtrait, you 
e does ſo bluſh, and fetches her 


muſt be witty now; 
Breath ſo ſhort, as if ſhe were frighted with a Spright!; 
'tis the prettieſt Villain, ſhe fetches her Breath 15 ſhort, 
as 'twere a new-ta'en Sparrow. 2 

Troil. Juſt ſuch a Paſſion does heave up my Breaſt ! 
My Heart beats thicker than a feveriſh Pulſe: 
know not where I am, nor what I do: 
Juſt like a Slave at unawares 1 | 
The Eye of Majeſty : ——Lead on, [I'll follow. 

| : [ Exeunt together, 

SCENE III. The Camp. 
nd Neſtor, Ulyſſes. 

Uly/. have conceiv'd an Embryo in my Brain: 

Be you my Time to bring it to ſome Shape. 

Ne. What is't, Ulyſſes? OM 

L/ The ſeeded Pride, 

That has to this Maturity blown up 

In rank Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, 

Or ſhedding, breed a Nurſery of like III, 

To overtop us all. . 

Ne. That's my Opinion. 


| Ub;/. Thus (nave which Aneas brings from Hechor, 


However it be ſpread in general Terms, 
Relates in Purpoſe only to Achilles. 
ind will it wake him to the Anſwer, think you? 
NA. It ought to do: whom can we elſe oppoſe, 
Vho cou'd from He#or bring his Honour off, 
f not Achilles? the Succeſs of this, 

ilthough particular, will give an Omen 

i Good or Bad, ev'n to the general Cauſe. 


Up. 
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U Pardon me, Neffor, if 1 contradict you: 
Therefore tis fit Arbliles meet not Hadorx—- 
Let us like Merchants ſhow our coarſeſt Wares, 
And think perchance they'll ſell: but if they do not, 
The Luſtre of our better yet unſhown. | 3 7 
Will ſhow the better; let us not conſent 
Our greateſt Warrior ſhou'd be match'd with Hector. 
For both our Honour and our Shame in this 
Shall be attended with ſtrange Followers. 

I ſee'em not with my old Eyes; what are they 3 

27 What Glory our Achilles gains from Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all ſhoul ſhare with him: 
But he already is too inſolent: 

And we had better parch in Africt Sun, 
Than in his Pride, ſhou'd he ſcape Hector fair. 
But grant he ſhow'd be foil'd, 
Why then our common Reputation ſuffers 
In that of our beſt Man: No, make a Lottery; 
And by Device let blockiſh ia draw 
The Chance to fight with Hector: among eur ſelves 
Give him Allowance as the braver Man; 
For that will phyſick the great Myrmidon, 
Who ſwells wah. loud Applauſe ; and make him fall 
His Creſt, if brainlefs Ajax come ſafe off. 
If not, we yet-preſerve a 7 Fair Opinion, 
That we have er Men. 
Ne. Now I begin to reliſh thy Advice: 
Come let us go to a er ſtrait, 
I 'inform him of our Project. 
Uly/. Tis not ripe. 
The ſkilful Surgeon will not lines a Sore,. 
Till Nature has digeſted and prepar'd _ 
'The growing Humours to his healing Purpoſe; 
Elſe muſt he often grieve the Patient's Senſe ; 
When one Inciſion once we'il-tim'd. wou'd ſerve: 
Are not Achilles and dull 4jax. Friends? 
' Nefl. As much as Fools can be. 
_ Uly/. That Knot of Friendſhip firſt muſt be unty'd, 
Ere we ors reach our Ends; for while they love each 
bother, 
Both hating us, will draw too ſtrong a Byaſs, 


And 
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nd all the Camp will lean that Way they draw : 
For brutal Courage is the Soldier's 105 ri 
80, if one prove contemptaous, back'd by Yother, 
'Twill give the Law to cool and ſober Senſe, 
And place the Power of War in Mad-men's Hands. 
Nejt. Now I conceive you ; were they once divided, 
And one of them made ours, that one would check 
The other's tow'ring Growth : and keep both low, 
As Inſtruments, and not as Lords of War. 55 
And this muſt be by ſecret Coals of Envy, 
Blown in their Breaſt: Compariſons of Worth; 
Great Actions weigh'd of each: and each the beſt, 
As we ſhall give him Voice. | 7 
Uly/. Here comes Therfites, 
Enter Therfites. 
Who feeds on 4jax : yet loves him not, becauſe he can- 
But as a Species, differing from Mankind, not love. 
Hates all he fees ; and rails at all he knows; | 
But hates them moſt, from whom he moſt receives, 
Diſdaining that his Lot ſhou'd be ſo low, 
That he ſhou'd want the Kindneſs which he takes. 
Neft. There's none ſo fit an Engine: Save ye, Therſſtes. 
Uly/. Hail noble Grecian, thou Relief of Toils, 
Soul of our Mirth, and Joy of ſullen War, 
In whoſe Converſe our Winter-nights are ſhort, 
And Summer-days not tedious. CR 
Therſ. Hang you both. 
Mei. How, hang us both? 5 
Ther/. But hang thee firſt, thou very reverend Fool! 
Thou ſapleſs Oak, that liv'ſt by wanting Thought. 
And now in thy three hundredth Year repin'ſt 
Thou ſhould'ſt be fell'd: Hanging's a Civil Death, 
The Death of Men: thou can'ſ not hang : thy Trunk 
Is only fit for Gallows to. hang others. | I 
Ne. A fine Greeting. 
Therſ. A fine old Dotard, to repine at Hanging 
At ſuch an Age! what ſaw the Gods in thee, 
That a Cock-Sparrow ſhou'd but live three Years, 
And thou ſhould'ſt laſt three Ages ! he's thy Better; 
He uſes Life: he treads himſelf to Death. * 
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Thou haſt forgot thy Uſe ſome Hundred Vears. 
'ThouStump of Man, thou worn- out Broom : thou Lumber. 
Neft.. I' 2 no more on 18 his Poyſon works; 
What, curſe me for wy Age 
Ub. Hold, you miſtake . Neftor ; tis his Cuſtom: 
What Malice is there in a mirthful Scene? 
Tis but a keen-edg'd Sword, ſpread o'er with 8928 
To heal the Wound it makes. 
Therſ. Thou beg'ſt a Curſe! _ 
May'ff thou quit Scores then, and be hang'd on Netwr, 
Who hangs on thee : thou lead'ſt him by 5 Noſe: 
Thou play'ſt him like a Puppet: ſpeak'ſt within him; 
And when thou haſt contriv'd ſome dark Deſign 
To loſe a thouſand Greeks, .make Dogs-meat of us, 
Thou lay'ſt thy Cuckow's Egg within his Neſt : 
And mak'ſt him hatch it: teacheſt his Remembrance 
To lye ; and ſay, the like of it was practis dd 
Two Hundred Years ago; thou bring'ſt the Brain, 
And he brings only Beard to vouch thy 71008. | 
Neg. I'm no Man's Fool. 
| Therſ. Then be thy own, that's worſe. 
Neft. He'll rail all Day. 
U Then we ſhall learn all Day. 
Who forms the Body to a graceful Carriage, 
Muft imitate our aukward Motions firſt ; 
The fame Preſcription does the wiſe Ther/ites 
Apply to mend our Minds. The fame he uſes 
To 4jax, to Achilles ; to the reſt; | 
His Satyrs are the Phyſick of the Camp. [Hemlock 
Dyer. Wou'd they were Poyſon to 't, Rats-bane and 
Nothing elſe can mend you; and thoſe two brawny Fools, 
Uly/. He hits 'em right : 
Are they not ſuch, my Neſtor ? 
Ther. Dolt-heads, Aſſes, 
And Beaſts of Burthen; 4jax and Achilles, ö 
The Pillars, no, the N of the War. 
Hard- headed Rogues ! Engines, meer wooden Engiues 
Puſh'd on to do your Wor. N 
Ne. They are indeed. 


. 155 But what a Rogue 3 art chou n 
0 
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To ſay they are indeed! Heav'n made em Horſes, 
And thou put'ſt on their Harneſs: rid'ſt and ſpur'ſt em: 


U ſurp'ſt upon Heav'n's Fools, and mak'ſt em thine. 


Nl. No:: they are headſtrong Fools, to be corrected 
By none but by Therfites ; thou alonre 


' 


Can'ſ tame, and train em to their proper Uſe ; 5 ” Þ 


And doing this may'ſ claim a juſt Reward 
From Greece, and Royal Agamemnon's Hands. 


Therſ. Ay, when you need a Man, you talk of giving; | 


For Wit's a dear Commodity among you 
But when you do not want him, then ſtale Porridge, 
A ſtarvd Dog wow'd not lap; and furrow Water, 
Is all the Wine we taſte ; give Drabs and Pimps: 
I'll have no Gifts with Hooks at End of em. 
Uly/. Is this a Man, O Neftor, to be bought! 
Afa's not Price enough! bid the World for him. 
And ſhall this Man, this Hermes, this Apollo, 
Sit agg of Ajax Table, almoſt Minſtrel, _ 
And with his Preſence grace a brainleſs Feaſt ? 
Why they con Senſe from him, grow Wits by Rote, 
And yet, by ill repeating, libel him; 5 
Making his Wit their Nonſenſe: nay they ſcorn him; 
Call him bought Railer, mercenary Tongue 5 
Play him for Sport at Meals, and kick him off. 
 Therſ. Ves they can kick; my Buttocks feel they can: 
They have their Aſſes tricks: but I'll eat Pebbles, 
PII ftarve ; *tis brave to ſtarve, tis like a Soldier; 
Before I'll feed thoſe Wit- ſtarv'd Rogues with Senſe. 
They ſhall eat dry, and choak for want of Wit, 
Ere they be moiſten'd with one Prep of mine. 
fax and Achilles, two Mud-walls of Fool, 
That only differ in Degrees of Thickneſs. WET 
Uly/. I'd be reveng'd of both: when Wine fumes high, 
det em to prate, to boaſt their brutal Strength, 
To vye their ſtupid Courage, till they quarrel, 
And play at Hard-head with their empty Skulls. 
Therſ.Yes ; they ſhall butt and kick; and all the while 
Ill think they kick for me: they ſhall fell Timber 
On both Sides ; and then Log-wood will be cheap. 
Net: And Agamemnon= 15 i; 5 MIY 
| er 
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Ther. Pox of Aamemnon; my | thi 
Cannot I do a Miſchief for my felt | to 
But he muſt thank me fort? . lea 
Uh;to Neft. Away; our Work ;+ dons! [Fx Uhr. Net, ; 
Ther/. This Apamemmnon is NR 0 * | ſqu 
A Chip in ige. this 
une: we. at ach. 5 q 

a. Therfi e of r 
, feen Daw fon Cherry-trees, 4 
*. N 
e A end to march under?! you! 


cd Thou Bitch-Wolf! can't thou not hear? fee! WM But 
then. C triles bin. ny, 
Therf. The Plagne 'of Greet, and Helen's ou light A 


on thee, 7 

Thou mongrel Maftif; thou Beefawitted Lord. have 
4jax. Speak then, thou mould Leaven of the Camp, ff toug] 
Speak, or I'll beat thee into Handſonenefs. your 
75567. J ſhallfooner rail thee into Wit: thou can'f kick, Akn 
can't thou? A red Murrain on thy Jades Fricks ! | fe 
Ajax. Tell me the Proclamation. He k 
"ww Thou art proclaim'd a Fool, I thinle. . 
4jax. Yoa whorlon Cur, take that. | be. bim. Magie 

_ Therf. Thou ſcurvy valiant Ass. 1 
Ajax. Thou Slave. neſthe 
Thon Lord! , &, 40, — my 1e 


g v were Iron for thy Sake. 
Enter Achilles, ord Pamdus: 
4]. Why how now Ajax ! whetefore do you this? 
H now Therfites, what's the Matter, Man ? 
Ther. I ſay this Ajax wears his Witt in's . and 
his Guts in's Brains. 
Achil. Peace Fool. 
Ther. I won'd have Peace 3 but the Foal will not. 
Patro. But what's the Quarrel 4 
Hax. I bad him tell me the Proclamation, and It 


rails upon me. Achil 
7 gh I ſerve thee not. 1 * Ha 
r. I faſt cut out your Tongue! Ther/ 
1 ber/. I is no matter; 1 mall ſpeak as much "an Patro 

0 


% 


thou afterwards : Ill ſee you dere I come 28 

to your Tent : Pl keep * Wit 

leave the Faction of Fools D — 
Achil. Nay, thou ſhalt not p 20 Therfiter, *till we have 


ſqueez'd the Venom out of - La pr 'Ythee inform us of 


this r 


of — Proclamations. 
I] us the News, 1 ſay. - 
25 ep ſay ! why you never faid any thing in all 
our Life 
Fut ſince you will know, tis proclaim'd thro”, the Ar- 
my, that He2oy is to cudgel you to-morrow. N 
Achil. How -endgel Him, Ther fites ! i 


Therſ. * you empty Fuz- balls, Your Heads are * 


Therſ. Nay, you may take a Child's Part abt ir you # 
have ſo much Courage, for He#or has challeng'd the 


tougheſt of the Greets : and "tis in Diſpute which of 
your two Heads is the foundeſt Timber. 
A knotty Piece of Work he have berw your None 
Achil. If Hector be to fight with any Greek, 
He knows his Man. 
fjax. Ves; he may know bis Man, without Art 
Magick. 


neither of you two are Conjurers to inform him. 
Achil. to Ajax. You do not mean — ſelf, ſure. 
Hjax. I 2 nothi 


Ber, Thou mean'ſt fo always, 
Achil. Umh! mean nothi 


quarrel about nothing: tis a Cauſe that's worthy of em. 
Ajax. You ſaid he knew his Man: is there but one? 
One Man amongft the Greeks ! 

Achil. Since you will have it, 
put one to fight with Hector. 

4jax. Then I am he. 
4011 Weak Ajax. 
Hiax. Weak Abille. 5 
Therſ. Weak indeed : God help you both ! 
Patro. W_ this muſt be no Quarrel, * 
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Therſ. So he had Need : for to my certain Knowledge, 


Ther]. | afitte.] Joie, if it be be ch win let cheſe two o Fools T 


Ther. 
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Fool will never fight without it. Or a Drab, a Drab: 


— 


Ne-4 


Therſ. Where's no Cauſe fort. ts 


Patre. He tells you true, you are both equal. wil 
Therſ. Fools. Ky Co 
Acbil. I can brook no cena. 1 | ſelf 
Hax. Nor I. We | | ran 
Abi Well Jia. . 4163 fro 
| * Well Achille, 1 Ih 


To So now they quarrel i in Month able: A Word Wh 
low, an't be thy Will. 

1 You may hear more. 

Hax. I wou'd. 

A966; EXD. 1; | 

 fjax. Farewel. _ 1 1. reant we foveralh, 
Therſ. Curſe on them, they want Wine ; your true 


Oh for a commodious Drab betwixt em l wou'd He- 
len had been here ! then it had come to ſomething. 
| Attic Lyons, Bulls, for Females tear and gore : 
the Beaſt Man, 1 valiant for his Whore. 
ere Therlites, 


40 m. SCENE IL 


„ Enter Therſites. of lay 
Wer ſ. GHal the Idiot 4jax uſe me thus? he beats me, The 
| and I rail at him: O worthy Satisfaction e 
wou' d I cou'd but beat him, and he rail'd at me! Then WF . Fool 
there's Achilles, a rare Engineer: if Troy be not taben til ſuch a 
theſe two undermine it, the Walls Wall ſtand 'till they Pat 
fall of themſelves : Now the Plague on the whole Camp, The, 
or rather the Pox : for that's a Curſe 3 on thoſe ou 2 
that fight as we do for a Cuckold's Queen.— Ach; 
What ho, my Lord Achille. plit w. 
Enter Patroclus. Mimic 
Patro. Who's there, n tes! Good Theres come b. 


in and rail, 


Der / 
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Der. [ Hfde.] If I con'd have remember'd an Aſs 
with gilt . thou had'ſt not lipp'd out of my 
Contemplation. But tis no Matter: th ſelf upon thy 
ſelf: the common Cure of Mankind, Folly and 1 gno- 
rance be thine in 9 abundance: Heavens bleſs thee 
from a Tutor; Diſcipline come not near thee. 


I have ſaid my Prayers ; and the Devil Envy ah Amen. 
Where's Achilles? 
Enter Achilles. 


Aebi. Who's there, Therfites? why my Di 
why haſt thou not ſerv'd thy ſelf to my Table, ſo 
Meals? come begin, what's Avamemnon £902 
 Therſ. Thy Commander, Achilles: then tell me Pa 
troclus, what's Achilles ? 


Patro. Thy Benefactor, Therfites ; then tell n me pr 'ythee 
what's thy ſelf? 


Ther/. Thy Knower, Patroclus ; 3 then tell me, Patre- 
clus, what art thou? 

Patro. Thou may'ft tell that know 

Achil. O, tell, tell. This muſt be bey foolifh : and 
1 die to have my Spleen tickled. 

Therſ. I'll deeline the whole Gn. . 
commands Achilles: Achilles is my Benefactor: I am 
Patroclus's Knower : and Patroclus is a Fool. 

Patro. You Raſ cal! 8 
Achil. He's à priviledg'd Maths ; proceed Ther ſites. 
_ — ha! pr'ythee proceed while I am in the Vein 

of laughin 

Ther And all theſe foreſaid Men are Fools. N Aga- 
nemnon's a Fool to offer to command Achilles: Achilles is 
a Fool to be commanded by him ; I am a Fool to ſerve 
ſuch a Fool, and Patroclus is a Fool poſitive. 

Patro. Why am I a Fool? 

Therſ. Make that Demand to Heaven, it ſu fces me 
thou art one; 

Achil. Ha, ha, ha! Ogive me Ribbs of Steel, or I ſhall 
ſplit with Pleaſure : now play me Neſtor at a Night Alarm: 
Mimick him rarely, make him cough and ſpit, and fum- 
ble with his Gorget, and ſhake the Rivets with hi pally 
Hand; in and out, in and out, gad that's exceeding fooliſh. 

| Patro. 


r 
my 


yo TnroaLuUs and CAA aA, 
Patro. Nzftor ſhall not ſcape ſo, he. has told us what 
e 
i y; he's an 0 OP, Father 
1 Hundred Vears ago, that ; Gr ap-by Face 
non and Les, and { the World beſides. 
Acbil. So let him ſleep, for. I'll no more of him: O 
my Patroclus, I but force a Smile, Ajax has drawn the 
Lot, and all the Praiſe of Hedtor muſt be his. 
Derſ. J hope to ſee his. Praiſe; upon his Shoulders, in 
| Blows and Bruiſes, his. Arms, big, and Body all full 
A fat fil re eh fo yo oe ly ger 
at inchis to let in ay and 
2 11 _ 7 in ExpeRati E 
Patro. IIow he ſtruts in on nour! he 
knows not what he does. 

Therſ. Nay that's no Wender, for he never did. 

Achil. Pr'ythee ſay how: he behaves himſelf? 

Therſ. O you would be learning to practiſe, 811 
ſuch another Time. Why. he toſſes up his Head as 
. he bad built Caſtles ith? Airz and he treads apward to 
em, ſtalks into th Element, he ſurveys himſelf, as 'twere 
to loak for ia: he wou d be cry:d, for he has loſthim- 
ſelf; nay he knows no Body ; I ſaid, Good Morrow affe 


Ajax, and he replied. Thanks 4 ganemnon. p 
Achil. Thou ſhalt be my nan to him, Therfit, F 

_  Ther/. No, Pl put on as Perſon, let Patroclus make . 
his Demands to me, and you ſhall ſee the Pageant « r 
| Aj Ax. 0 
Aebi To. him. Patroclus, tellhim I humbly defire ths D 
Valiant 4jax to invite the Noble He&#or to my Ten: WW 


and to procure ſafe Conduct for him from our Capta 
General Agamemmon. 

Patro. Fove blels the mighty Hier / 

Ter Rumb! 

Patro. I come from the great Achilles. 

Der. Ha! 

Patro. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite Ha 
to his Tent. 

Ther/. Humbi 

Patro. And to procune him ſaſe Conduct from 


nennen. Ther 
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Therf. . bes 


Patro. a my. 
A Hs 
Patro. bat fy 'ou.to't ? 


Therf.. Meh: Nh all my Heart. 
Patro. Your Anſwer, Sir 


Therſ. If to-morrow be a fair Day, by eleven a-Clock 


it will go one Way, or t'other, however he ſhall buy me 
dearly : fare you well with all my Heart, 
400 Why but he is not in this Tune, is he? 


will be in him when Hector has knock'd out his Bi 


Noiſe, his Head will make Melody. 
Achil. My Mind is troubl'd like a Fountain ſtirr'd: 
And I my (elf ſee not the Bottom on't. 


that he might ſee an Aſs in't. [afide.] I had rather be a 
Tick in a Sheep, than ſuch a valiant [gnorance. 
Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Diomedes, and Menelaus. | 
Patro. Look who comes here. 
Aechil. Patroclus, I'll ſpeak with no Body; come in 
after me, Ther/ites. [Ex. Achilles, Therſites. 
gam, Where's Achilles? 
Patro. Within, but ill diſpos'd, my Lord. 
Mex. We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent. 
gam, Let it be known to him that we are here. 


Diem. I know / he is not ſick, _ 

4jax. Ves, Lyon-lick, fick of a proud Heart, you 

may call it Melancholy if you'll humour him: but on 

ny Honour *tis no more than Pride: and why ſhou'd he 

be proud ? 

Men. Here comes. 133 but no Achilles with him. 
Enter Patroclus. 

os Achilles bids me tell you, he is forry 

any thing more than your Sport and Pleaſure 

Did * you to this Viſit: he's not well, 

Ind begs you wou'd excuſe him, as unfit 

or prelent Buſineſs. 


Aan 


— — 


% 
A — -- , , year” — 
1 > . 
— —  — — —  _— 
2 — 


— 


if 

4 

F 
| 
t 


$22 & 
Mi 
tt 14 
. 
[1 A; 
11 


Therſ. No, but_he's thus out of Tune ; what Muſick | 
I know:ngt,. nor I care not: but if Emptineſs makes 


Therſ. Wou'd the Fountain of his Mind were clear ; ; 


Patro. I ſhall ſay fo to him. Exe, Patroclus, 
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Pride is : I hate a proud Man, as I hate the ingendrag 
of Toads. 


That the Death-Tokens of it are upon him ; 3 
And bode there's no Recovery * 1 


; We'll conſecrate the Steps that Jar makes, ; 


72 Tao Us dN 5815 K. 
Agam. How! how's this, Patreclus f 
We are too well acquainted with theſe un 
Though he has much Deſert, yet all his Virtues 
Do in our Eyes begin to loſe their Gloſs. 
We came to ſpeak with him; you ſhall not err, 
If you return, we think him over- proud 
And under-honeſt. Tell him this; and add, 
That if he over-hold his Price ſo much, 
We'll none of him: but let him like an Engine | 


Not portable, lie lagg of all the 9 | 


A ſtirring Dwarf is of more Uſe to us bY 

Than is a ſleeping Giant: tell him ſo, : 
Patro. I ſhall ; and bring his Anſwer reſently. 
Agam. 11! not be ſatisfy d but by himſelf. 

So tell him, Menelaus. [Ex. Menelaus, and Patroclu, \ 
. f4jax. What's he more than another?) 
_ 4am. No more than what he thinks himſelf, 
Aix. Is he ſo much? do you not boron be think 

wei a better Man than me? We 
' Diom. No doubt he does. F 
Ajax. Do you think fo? 
Agzam. No, noble ax; you are as rol as valiant; But 

but much more courteous, Let 
Ajax. Why ſhou'd a Man be proud? 1 khow not what WW Ane 


Diom. * ]'Tis ſtrange he ſhould ; and love him- 
ſelf ſo well N 
_ Re-enter Menelaus. 

22 Achilles will not to the F ield to-morrow, 

| Agam. What's his Excuſe? 

Nen. Why he relies on none 
But his own Will; poſſeſt he is with var: 
What ſhou'd I fay ? he is fo plaguy proud, 


Enter Ulyſſes, and N eſtor. 
Agam. Let Ajax go to him. 
Uly/. O Agamemnoy, let it not be ſo. ind! 
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When they 17 from Achilles : ſhall that proud Man 


Be worſhip” a greater than himſelf, 
One whom we hold our Idol ; 


Shall Ja go to him? No, Fove f forbid, 
And fay in Thunder, go to him, Achilles. + 
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Neft. [Afide.] O, this is well; he rubs him where | * 


itches. 

Ajax. If I go to him with my Gauntlet clench'd, 
Pl bal him o'er the Face. 

Agam. O no, you ſhall not 


$0. 
1 An he be proud with me, I'll cure his Pride: 2 
paltry inſolent Fellow ! 


"I 907 How he deſeribes himſelf! 
MW 


Alide. ] The Crow chides Blackneſs — here is a 
Man, but tis before his Face, and therefore I am ſilent. 


1 Wherefore are you? He is not envious as Achilles 
9995 


Know all the World he is as valiant. [is. 
Hax. A whorſon Dog that ſhall palter thus with us! 
you'd a were a Trojan. ture, 


Uly/. Thank Heav'n, my Lord, you” re ofa gentle Na- 
Praiſs him that got you, her that brought you forth; 
But he who taught you firſt the Uſe of Arms, 
Let Mars divide Eternity in two, 
hat And give him half. J will not praiſe your Wiſdom , 
ring Nor ſhall det; but Pardon Father Ne/tor, 

Were you as green as 4jax, and your Brain 
him- i Temper'd like his, you never ſhou 'd excel him ; 
But be as Ajax is. = 
Ajax. Skall I call 1 7 Father ? 
955 Ay, my Son. 
Diom. Be rul'd 571 him, Lord 62 ax. 

U. There is no ſtaying here; Ts Hart Achilles 
Keeps Thicket ; pleaſe it our great General, 
| ſhall impart a Counſel, which obſerv'd 
May cure the Madman' s Pride. 
Aggam. In my own Tent our Talk will be more pri- 
Uly/. But nothing without 4jax : vate. 
e is the Soul and Subſtance of my Counſels, | 
and J am but his Shadow. 

4jax. You ſhall tee 8 e d 
or. V. D 2 
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94 Taroilvs and CansSIDA, 
J am not like Achilles. | 
Let us confer, and I'll give Counſel too. {E xeunt omnt;) | 
SCENE IL 
Enter Pandarus, Troilus, and Creſſida. 
Pand. Come, come, what need you bluſh ? Shame'; 2 
Baby, ſwear the Oaths now to her, that you {wore to 
me; what, are you gone ads 4 you mult be watch'd 
ere you are made tame, m ou? why don't you ſpeak 
to her firſt? Come = this Curtain, and let's ſee 
our Picture: alas-a-day, how loth you are to offend 
55 y-light ! [2hey kiſs. ] That's well,” that's well, nay 
you ſhall fight your Hearts out ere I part you. — f 
4 io fo 
T;oil. You have bereft me of all Words, fair Cresta. 
Pand. Words pay no Debts: give her Deeds: 
what Billing again! here's in Witneſs whereof the Pr. 
ties interchangedbly come in, come in, you loſe 
time both. 
Troil. O Creffida, how often have I wiſh'd me here! 
Cralſ. Wild, my Lord ! — the Gods grant Ony me 


BY OO A oo, 


Lord. —— ( 
Troil. What ſhou'd they grant? what makes thi c 
pretty Interruption in thy Words ? ( 
Creg. I ſpeak I know not what! | 9 
Troil. Speak ever ſo; and if I anſwer you ( 

J know not what! it ſhews the more of Love. Ih 
Love is a Child that talks in broken Language, | 7 
Yet then he ſpeaks moſt plain. (As 
Crefj. J find it true, that to be wiſe and love Th 
Are inconſiſtent things. The 
Piand. What, Bluſhing ſill, have you not done talkin Hoy 
yet? Jan 
f Cref. Well Unkle, what F olly I commit, I delias And 
0m. Cl 
Pand. I thank you for that: if my Lord get a Boy 77 


of you, you'll give him me. Be true to my Lord, if h App: 

flinch III be hang'd for — — ow am I in Wan 

Kingdom! ) [# y Or ti 
| rol 
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Foil. You know b ar Pledges now, your Unkle's 
Word and my firm Faith. 

Pand, Nay Tl give my Word for her too: our 
Kindred are conſtant : they are Burrs I can affure you, 
they'll ſtick where they are thrown. 

274 Boldnefs comes to me now, and I can ſpeak : 
Prince 'Troilus, J have lov'd you long. 

Troil. Why was my Creſſida then fo hard to win? 

Cre. Hard to ſeem won; but I was wen, my Lord. 
What have I blabb'd ? who will be true to us, 
When we are ſo unfri thful to our ſalves 
O bid me hold my Tongue ; for in this Rapture 
Sure I ſhall f what? ſhow'd ſoon repent. 
But ſtop my Mouth. 

| Troil, A ſweet Command; and willingly obey'd. TK; Ni. 

Pand. Prett * faith ! 

Cre. y Lord, I do beſeech you Fanden me, 

T was not my Purpoſe thus to beg a Kiſs 
Jam aſham'd: O Heavens, what have I done! 
For this Time let me take my Leave, my Lord. 

Pand. Leave! and you take n "tall to-morrow 
morning, call me Cut. 
 Crefſ. Pray let me 2 

Troil. Why what offends you, Madam 2 

Creſſ. My own Company. 

Foil. You cannot ſhun your ſelf. 

Creſſ. Let me go try: 

I have a Kind of Self reſides in you. 


Troil. Oh that I thought Truth cou'd be i in a Woman ! * 


(As if it can, I will preſume in you) 
That my Integrity and Faith might meet 
| The fame Return from her who — my Heart. 
king How ſhou'd I be exalted! but alas 
lam more plain than dull Simplicity! 
And artleſs, as the Infancy of Truth. 
Creſſ. In that I muſt not yield to you, my Lord. 
Troil. All conftant Lovers fhall, in future Ages, 
Approve their Truth by Troilus : when their Verle 
Wants $imiles, as Turtles to their Mates : | 
Or true as flowing Tides are to the Moon 
D 2 e Earth 
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R At laſt when Truth is tir'd with Repetition; 


As true as Troi/us ſhall crown up the Verſe, 1 


— 


| 
W And ſanctify the Numbers. \ 
(„ Cres. Prophet may you bel ) 
. If I am falſe, or ſwerve from Truth of Love, 1 
l When Time is old, and has forgot it ſelf 
BE £ f | In all Things elſe, let it remember me; I 
4p. Ih | And after all Compariſons of Falſhood B 


1 . : To ſtab the Heart of Perjury in Maids ; 
„ Let it be ſaid, as falſe as Creſida. 


| A 
Pand. Go to, little ones: a Bargain made: here L hold 7 
your Hand, and here wy Couſin's: if ever you prove B 


$M falſe to one another, after I have taken ſuch Pains to B. 
1 bring you together; let all pitiful Goers-between, be 1 
1 called to the World's End after my Name, Pandars. W 
r Crefſ. And will you promiſe that the holy Prieſt W 
ns Shall make us one for ever? bh Ne 
1 Piuand. Prieſts! marry hang em! they make you T 
Eb: one ! go in, go in, and make your ſelves one without a 1 


1 Prieſt: I'll have no Prieft's Work in my Houſe, 3 
4 Ceres. Tl not conſent, unleſs you ſwear. | To 
Pand. Ay, do, do, ſwear; a pretty Woman's worth an WI Knt 


5 Oath at any time. Keep or break, as time ſhall try; but |, 
+ tis good to ſwear, for the ſaving of her Credit: Hang It v 
1 'em ſweet Rogues, they never expect a Man ſhou'd keep I Wh 
mil it. Let him but ſwear, and that's all they care for. Fair 
1 Tyoil. Heavens proſper me, as I devoutly ſwear Fort 
1 Never to be but yours. | : WH The 
wa. Pand. Whereupon I will lead you into a Chamber: A 
jLä„ - | and hore there tip a Bed in't; as I fack, I know not; WF That 
8 | but you'll forgive me, if there be: away, away, you BW And 
Þ |; naughty Hildings : get you together, get you together, H. 
10 Ah you Wags, do you lear indeed at one another! dos ſuc 
14 | the Neyes twinkle at him! get you together, get you Wl Dele: 
„ together. | | Lead them out. On v 
| | 4 Enter gt one Door Aneas with a Torch, at another And 
by Hector and Diomede with Torches, A, 
1 | Heck. So ho, who goes there? Anas! Your 
1 An. Prince Hector? 1 1 Does 
4 SS EEG | | 10th 


Diom. Good - morrow Lord eat. „ 
Het. A valiant Greek, Mueas; take his Hand; 
Witneſs the Proceſs of your Speech within z 
You told how Diomede a whole Week by Days 
Did haunt you in the Field, 
En. Health to you, valiant Sir, 
2 all Buſineſs of the gentle Truce: 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black Defiance 
As Heart can think, or Courage execute. 
Dism;” Both one and t'other Diomede embraces. 
Our Bloods are now in calm; and fo, long Health z 
But when Contention, and Occaſion meet, 
By Jove I'll play the Hunter for thy Life. 
- Zn. And thou ſhalt hunt a Lyon that will fly 
With his Face backward : welcome Diomede, 
Welcome to Troy: now by Anchiſes Soul, 
No Man alive can love in ſuch a Sort | 
The Thing he means to kill, more excellently. 
Diom. We know each other well. 
/En. We do; and ſong to know each other worſe. 
To He#.] My Lord, the 
Know you the Reaſon ? 
Heck. Ves: his Purpoſe meets you. 
no It was to bring this Greek to Calchas Houle, 
ep Where Pandarus his Brother, and his Daughter 
Fair Cre/ida reſide : and there to render 
For our Antenor, now redeem'd from Priſon, 
The Lady Creſſida. 6p ä 
er: Eu. What! Has the King reſolv'd to gratify 
lot: That Traytor Ca/chas ; who forſook his Country, 
you i And turn'd to them, by giving up this Pledge ? 
her, Hef. The bitter Diſpoſition of the time 
do k fuch, though Calchas, as a Fugitive 
you il Deſerve it not, that we muſt free Antenor, 
out. On whoſe wiſe Counſels, we can moſt rely: 
„ And therefore Creſſida muſt be return'd. 
Ain. A Word my Lord — (Your Pardon Diomede) 
Your Brother Troilus to my certain Knowledge, 
Does lodge this Night in Pandaxus's Houſe. | 
Dan Heck. Go you before: tell him of our Approach, 
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ing has ſent for me in Haſte: 
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Which will I fear be much 
Unwelcome to him, 

n. I aſſure you, 
T;oilus had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Cre/ida from Troy, . 

Hect. I know it well: and how he i is, beſide, 
Of haſty Blood: | 

En. He will not hear me ſpeak : 
But I have noted long betwixt you two: 
A more than Brother's Love: an awful Homage 
The fiery Youth pays to your elder Virtue, 

He&. Leave it to me; I'll manage him alone: 
Attend you Diomede. My Lord good-morrow : : 
[To Diom 
An urgent Buſineſs takes me from the Pleaſure 
Vaur Company affords me; but Zreas: 
With Joy will undertake to ſerve you here, 
And to ſupply my Room 

En. to Diom. My Lord. I wait you. [Encunt ſewerally; 

Diomede wth AEnceas, Hector at another Dor. 
Enter Pandarus: a Servant: Muffel. 

Pand. Softly, Villain: ſoftly; I would not for half 
Troy the Lovers ſhould be diſturb'd under my Roef; 
liſten Rogue, liſten, do they breathe }- 


Ser. Ves, Sir, I hear by 12 certain Signs, they are 


both awaken. 
Paand. That's as it ſhow'd be: that 5 well @both Sides, 
Liſtens, 
Yes, *faith they are both alive: — there was a Wy 
there vas a Creak ! they are both alive, and alive like; 
there was a Creak ! a ha Boys ! — Is the Mulick ready! 
Serv. Shall they ſtrike up, Sir? 

Pand. Art thou ſure they do not not know the Parties! 

Serv. They play to the Man in the Moon for ougit 
they know. 

Pand; To the Man in the Moon, ah Rogue! do they 
ſo indeed Rogue! I underſtand thee ; thou art a Wag; 
thou art a Wag. Come towze. rowze!. in the. Named 
Love, ſtrike up Boys l. 3 


10 
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Mufick, and then Seng: daring which Pandarus /ifens, 


So *. An Life be a Bleſſing, 
Or worth tho 5755 ng, 3 
Can Life be a Bleſſing, if Lowe avert anbay? 
As no! though our Love all Night keep us waking, 


Pet he ſrucetens, he fuveetens our Pains in the taking, 
There's an Hour at the laſt, there's an Hour torepay. 


II. 


Tx every poſſeſſing, = 
The we off BL. Ning, IG 990 
In every poſſeſſing the Fruit of our Pain, 
Poor Lowers forget long Ages of Anguiſh, 
Mbate er they have ſuffer d and done to obtain; 


When wwe hope, when aue hope to be happy again. 


what a Ferrup, will you play when the Dance is done ? I 


fay vaniſh. [Exit Muſick. 


ing] Good faith ! good bfaith! what, Hand in 


Hand 


a fair Quarrel, well ended! do, do, walk 


en bim, walk him; a good Girl, a diſcreet Girl: I fee 


YT ſhell make the moſt of him. 7 
nter Troilus and Creſſida. 5 


1 Sleep ſeal thoſe pretty Eyes 
And tye thy Senſes in as ſoft a Band, 
es? As Infants void of Thought. 


git Pand.* faewing himſelf. How now, how now, how ' 4 55 
In 


Matters! hear you Maid, hear you; where's my Cou 
hey Wl CV %ͤ,ZL g 
ag Crefſ. Go hang your ſelf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 
* Tou bring me to do ill, and then you jeer me! 
| Pang. What Ill have I brought you to do? ſay what if 
you dare now ! My Lord, have? brought her to do III? 
_— | D-x:.- Cre. 
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And though he torment us with Cares all the Day, 


"Tis a dp 1a a Pleaſure to figh and to languiſb, 


Pand. Put up, and vaniſh ; they are coming out; 


"Gold. Farewel, my Life! leave me, and back to Bed : 


F 
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Cre. Come, come, beſhrew your Heart; you'll 
neither be good your ſelf, nor ſuffer others. 

Pand. Alas poor Wench; alas ue Devil; has not 
flept to-night ? wou'd a'not (a naug ty Man) let it ſleep 
one twinkle ! Ah Bugbear take him! 

[ Knock within. ] Crefſ. Who's that at Door: good 
Unkle go and fee : 1 
My Lord, come you again into my Chamber? 
You ſmile and mock as if I meant naughtily ! 
Troil. Indeed, indeed! , 
Cre. Come yare deceiv'd; I think of no ſuch thing. 

Kuocſ again.] How earneſtly they knock ! pray come 
in: I would not for all Troy, you were ſeen here. 
2. . [Exeunt Troilus and Creſſida. 

Pand. Who's there! what's the Matter! 

Will you beat down the Houſe there! 

Enter Hector. 

Hie . Good-morrow my Lord Pandarus : good mor- 
row! . | on: 
Pand. Who's there, Prince Hector]! what News with 

you ſo early? Fo 

He#. Is not my Brother Yoilus here ? 

Pand. Here ! what ſhou'd he do here ? 

Hect. Come, he is here my Lord, do not deny him 

It does import him much to ſpeak with me. 

_ Pand. Is he here, fay you? *tis more than I knoy, 
PI] be ſworn! For my own Part I came in late 
what ſhou'd he do here? . 

Hect. Come, come, you do him Wrong ere y' are 2. 
ware; you'll be ſo true to him, that you'll be falſe to 
dim: you ſhall net know he's here; but yet go fetch 

him hither:— go. [Exit Pandarus. 
| Enter Troilus. 
J bring yeu, Brother, moſt unwelcome News; 
But ſince of Force you are to hear it told, 
T thought a Friend and Brother beſt might tell it: 

Therefore, before I ſpeak, arm well your Mind, 
And think y'are to be touch'd ev'n to the Quick; 
That ſo, prepar'd for Ill, you may be leſs 

Surpriz d to hear the worſt. _ | 


Troil. See Hector, what it is to be your Brother, 
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1 ſtand prepar'd already. 

He#. Come, you are hot, 

I know you-Troi/us, you are hot and fiery : 
You kindle at a Wrong ; and catch it ck 
As Stubble does the Flame. 

Troil. * Tis Heat of Blood, | 
And Raſhneſs of my Youth ; I'll mend that "FAIR : 
Begin, and try my Temper. 

He#. Can you think 
Of that one thing which moſt cou'd urge your Anger, 
Drive you to Madneſs, plunge you in Deſpair, 
And make you hate ev'n me? 

Trail.) There can be nothing. 


| Tove you, Brother, with that awful Love 


] bear to Heav'n, and to ſuperior Virtue : 
And when I quit this Love, you mult be that 
Which He&er ne'er can be. 

Hef. Remember well 


What you have faid : for when I claim your Promiſe, 


I ſhall expect Performance. 
 Troil. I am taught: 
] will not rage. 
He#. Nor grieve beyond a Man. 
_ Trail. I wo' not be a Woman. 
Heck. Do not, Brother: 
And I will tell my News, in Terms fo mild, 
So tender, and ſo fearful to offend, 
As Mothers uſe to ſooth their froward 1 ; 
Nay I will ſwear as you have ſworn to me, 
That if ſome Guſt of Paſſion ſwell your Soul 
To Words intemperate, I will bear with you. 
Troil. What wou'd this Pomp of Preparation mean? 
Come you to bring me News of Priam s Death, 
Or Hecuba s? 
Heck. The Gods forbid I ſhou'd : 
But what I bring is nearer you, more cloſe, 
An Ill more yours. 
Troil. There is but one that can be. 
Heck. Perhaps tis that. 
Troil. I'Il not ſuſpect my Fate 
90 far, I know I Rand yo ro” of that, 
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_ Heg. *Tis well: confider at whoſe Houſe I find you; 

Trozl. Ha! 

Hes. Does it ſtart you ! I muſt wake you more: 
Antenor is exchang d. 

Troil. For whom? 

Hef. Imagine. 

T oil. It comes like Thunder grumblin in a Clu, 
Before the dreadful Break: if here it lf, 
The ſubtil Flame will lick up all my. Blood, 
And in a Moment turn my Hearn to Aſhes. 
He. That Creſſi da for Antenor is exchang d, 
Becauſe I knew twas harſh, I wou'd not tell; 
Not all at once; but by Degrees and Glimpſes 
let it in, left it might .ruſh upon you, 
And quite.o'erpower your Soul: In this I think 
i how'd a Friend : your Part muſt follow next : 
Which is, to curb your Choler, tame your Grief, 
And bear it like a Man. 

Trail. I think I do, 

That 1 yet live to hear you: but no mere: 
Hope for no more: for ſhou'd ſome Goddeſs offer 
To give her {elf and all her Heaven in Change, 

I wou'd not part with. C: fo return 

This Anſwer as my laſt; 
Hiect. Iwill not be taken: 

Nor will I bear ſuch News... 

TFyoil. You bore me worſe. 

Het. Worſe for your ſelf; not for the general To 

And all our common Safety, which depends 
On free'd Antenor's Wiſdom... 

Troil. You wou'd ſay. 

That I'm the Man mark'd out to be unhappy ; 'L 
And made the publick Sacrifice for Tray. 

He#, I wou'd ſay fo indeed: for can you ind 
A Fate more glorious than to be that Victim? 
If parting from a Miſtreſs can procure 
A Nation's Happineſs, ſhow me that Prince 
Who dares: to.truſt his Future Farae ſo far 
To ftand the Shock of Annals, blotted thus, 
He fold. his Country for a Woman's Love? 


„ 1 F 
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vl O, ſhe's my Life, my Being, and my Soul! 
Heck. Suppoſe ſhe were, which yet I will not grant, 
You ought to give her up. 


Troil. For whom? . 
He#. The Publick. 


* N 


Troil. And what are they ? that I ſhou oy give up her, 


To make them happy? let me tell you, Brother, 
The Publick is the Lees of vulgar Slaves: | 
Slayes, with the Minds of Slaves : ſo born, ſo bred... 
Yet ſuch as theſe united in a Herd, 

Are call'd the Publick : Millions of ſuch Cyphers - 
Make up the publick Sum: an Eagle's Life 

Is worth a World of Crows: are Frinces made 

For ſuch as theſe, who, were one Soul extracted 
From all their Beings, cou'd not raiſe a Man ? 


Hee. And what are we, but for ſuch Men as theſe p 


'Tis Adoration, ſome ſay, makes a God: 


And who fhou'd pay it, where wou'd be their a, 5 


Were no inferiour Creatures here on arth? 
Fyn thoſe who ſerve, have their Expectances; 
Degrees of Happineſs, which FOR muſt le, 
Or they' I refuſe to ſerve us. 

Teil. Let 'em have it. 
Let em eat, drink and ſleep; the _T ve 
They have of Life. 

He. You take all theſe away, 
Unleſs you give up Creffi __ 

Trotl. F orbear; 3 
Let Paris give up Helen: ſhe's the cal, . 
And Root of all this Miſchief. 

Hef. Your own Suffrage - 

Condemns. you there: you voted for hes Stay. 
Troil; If one muſt ſtay, the other we not go. 
He#. She ſha' not? 

Troil.' One again, I fay ſhe ſhall not. 

He. Our Father has decreed it otherwiſe... 
Troil. No Matter. | 

Het. How! no Natter, Troilus? 

King, a Father's Wilk 
Tull. When tis unjuſt. 


Hit.! 


ST " 
iS 
| 


Trortus and CRESSs IDA. 83 


_ 


#4  Tro1Lvs ond Cn x3910 6 


Hef. Come, ſhe ſhall | ] 
Troil. She ſhall ? then 2 dar'd. 
He#. If nothing elſe will do. 

Troil. Anſwer me firſt; 

And then I'll anſwer that: be ſure I will; 
Whoſe Hand ſeal'd this Exchange ? ? 
Hie. My Father's firſt ; 

Then all the Council's after, 

Troil. Was yours there? 

He#. Mine was there too. 

Troil. Then you're no more my Friend: 
And for your Sake, now mark me what I fay, 
She ſhall not go. 

He#. Go to, you are a Boy. 

| Troil. A Boy! Pm glad I am not ſuch a Man, 
Not ſuch as thou; a Traytor to thy Brother: 
Nay more, thy Friend: but Friend's a ſacred Name, 
Which none but brave and honeſt Men ſhou'd wear: 
In thee tis vile; 'tis proſtitute: 'tis Air; 

And thus I puff it from me. 

„ Well, young Man, 

Since Tl no Friend (and oh that e'er I was 

To one ſo far unwortby) bring her out, 

Or by our Father's Soul, of which no Part 

Did e'er defcend to thee, III force her hence, 
 Troil. I laugh at thee, N 

He#. Thou dar'ſt not. —_ 
Tyrol. | dare more, 

If urg'd beyond my 'Temper : prove my Daring, 
And ſee which of us has the larger Share 
Of our great Father's Soul. 
He#. No more, thou know'ſt me. 
Treil. J do; and know my ſelf. 
Hee. All this ye Gods, 
And for the Daughter of a F ugitive, 
A Traytor to his Country! 
Troil. *Fis too much. 
 He#. By Heav'n too little; for I think her common. 
Foil. How, Common! 
He#. Common as the tainted Shambles, 
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Or as the Duſt we tread. | 


8 
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Troil. By Heaven, as chaſte as thy Audromacbe. 


Hector Jays his Hand on Troilus's Arm, and 


Troilus does the ſame to him. 
He#. What! nam'ſt thou them together! 
Troil. No: I do not: | 3857 
Fair Creſſida is firſt : as chaſte as ſhe, 
But much more fair. 
Hect. O Patience, Patience, Heaven 


Thou tempt'ſt me ſtrangely: fnon d I kill thee now, 


1 know not if the Gods can be offended, 

Or think I flew a Brother; but be gone, 
Be gone, or I ſhall ſhake thee into Atoms : 
Thou know'ſt I can. 


Troil, J care not if you cou'd. [Mind 
Hee. [walking off. ] I thank the Gods for calling to my 


My Promiſe, that no Words of thine ſhou'd urge me, 


Beyond the Bounds of Reaſon : But in thee 
"Twas brutal Baſeneſs, ſo forewarn'd to fall 


Beneath the Name of Man : to ſpurn my Kindneſs ; | 
And when I offer'd thee (thou know'ſt how loth !) 


The wholeſome bitter Cup o friendly Counſel ! 
To daſh it in my Face: farewel, farewel, 
Ungrateful as thou art : hereafter uſe 

The Name of Brother ; but of Friend no more. 


I eig out. 


Troil. Wilt thou not break yet, Heart? ſtay Brother, 


And you keep yours too well. 
He#. What would'|t thou more? 


Tpromis'd too, but I have broke my Vow, [liay, 


Take heed, young Man, how you too far provoke me ! 


For Heaven can witneſs tis with much Conſtraint 
That I preſerve my Faith. 5 
Jyoil. Elſe you wou'd kill me? 
He#, By all the Gods I wou'd. 
Troil. I'm ſatisfy'd. | PE 
You have condemn'd me, and I'll do't my ſelf; 
What's Life to him, who has no uſe of Life ? 
A barren Purchaſe, held upon hard Terms! 
For J have loft (oh what have I not loſt!) 
The faireſt, deareſt, Kindeſt of her Sex, 


And 


— r 


2 


2 F 


A 


= W s 


— . ̃ 


2 
2 . ⁵ EE re SE 
- : — — 


Then you are ſtill my Friend! 


And Calmneis ever there. blame thee not: 
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And loſt her ev'n by him, by him ye Gods, 
Who only cou'd, and only ſhould protect me 
And if I had a joy beyond that Love, 
A Friend, have loſt him too Eh 

He#. Spea k that again 
(For I — hear it ever: ) ſaid'ſt thou not. / 
'That if thou hadſt a Joy beyond that Love, 
Tt was a Friend? O ſaidſt thou not a Friend! I 
That doubting F was kind: then thou: rt divided; I 
And I have ſtill ſome Part.. A 
Troil. If ſtill you have, 


You do not care to have it. ” F 
He. How, not care! | 1 P 
Joi. No, Brother, care not. „ N 
He#. Am I bat thy Brother? 

0. You told me I muſt call you Friend no more. At 
Heck. How far my Words were diſtant from my Heart! Ti 


Know when I told thee ſo, I lov'd thee moſt. 
Alas! it is the Uſe of human Frailty, 

To fly to worſt Extremities with thoſe 

To whom we moſt are kind. 


Troil. Is't poſſible! PE / 


He#. Heaven knows I am ! 

Troil. And can forgive the Sallies of r my Paſſion ?. 
For I have been to blame: oh much to blame! 
Have ſaid ſuch Words, nay done ſuch Actions too, 
(Baſe as I am) that my aw'd, conſcious Soul 
Sinks in my Breaſt, nor dare I lift an * 

On him I have offended. 

Heds Peace be to thee, .. 


I know thou low'ſt; and what can Love not do! 

I caſt the wild diſorderly Account 3 

Of all thy Words and Deeds on that mad kalba; 5 
1 pity thee, indeed J pity thee. 

Jil. Do; for I need it: let me lean my Head 
Upon thy Boſom; all my Peace dwells there; 
Thou art ſome God, or much much more than Man! 

Het. Alas! to oſe the Joys of all thy Vouth, 
Obs who. deſerv'd' thy Love! 


4 Fi. 
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yoil. Did ſhe deſerve? 


Hee. She did. 1 
Troil. Then ſure ſhe was no common Creature. | 
Heg. .I' ſaid it in my Rage, I thought not ſo. 1 
Jroil. That Thought has Pied me ! but to loſe this 1 
After long Pains, and after ſhort Poſſeſſion. [ Love. 4 
Hect. I feel it for thee: Let me go to Priam, 1 
Pl! break this Treaty eff; or let me fight; C 
Ill be thy Champion; and ſecure both wie #4 
And thee, and Troy. RES "ES | 
Troil. It muſt not be, my Brother! i 
For then your Error would be more than mine: lit 
I bring her forth, and you-ſhall bear her hence; it 
That you have pity'd me is my Reward.. i 
Hect. Go then; and the good Gods reſtore her to 1 
And with her all the Quiet of thy Mind; 8 1 


The Triumph of this Kindneſs be thy own; 
And Heaven and Earth this Teſtimony vield, . 
That F nä never gain d a nobler Field. 
[Exeunt ſewerallyj. 


eee. 


x r W. SCENE I. 


Enter Pandarus aud Creflida meeting. 


Pand. F t poſſible ? no ſooner got but loſt ? 

The Devil take Antenor: the young Prince | 
woill go mad: 

A Plague upon Autenor ! wou'd they had broke's Neck. | 
Creſ How now ? what's the Matter! who was here? — 
Pand. Oh, oh! | "jt | 
Creſ. Why ſigh you ſo? O where's my 7. rilus ? tell 4 

me ſweet Unkle what's the Matter? [Deen born! jt 
Pand. Pr'ythee get thee in, wou'd thou hadſt never 

I knew thou wou'dit be his Dgath; oh poor Gentleman! 

A Plague upon Antenor ! * 1 
Creſ. Good Unkie, I beſeech e on my Knees, tel. 

me what's the Matter ? * ö. 5 9 

il. £ Pund. 1 
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Pand. Thou muſt be gone, Girl; thou muſt be gone, 
to the fugitive Rogue Prieſt thy Father, (and he's my 
Brother too, but that's all one at this time :) a Pox upon 
Antenor. | | | 

Cre/. O ye immortal Gods, I will not go. 

Pand. Thou muſt, thou muſt. 

Cre/. I will not: I have quite a. 7 my Father ; 

T have no Touch of Birth; no 8 of Nature: 
No Kin, no Blood, no Life; nothing ſo near me 
As my dear Troilus ! 


| Enter Troilus. 
Pand. Here, here, here he comes ſweet Duck ! 

Cre. O Troilus, Troilus FLY 
[ They both weep over each other, ſhe running into his Arms, 
- Pand. What a Pair of Spectacles is here ] let me em- | 

brace too: Oh Heart, [ /ings] (as the Saying is) O Heart, A 
heavy Heart, why ſigh'ſt thou without breaking (where * 
he anſwers again) Becauſe thou can' ſt not eaſe thy Smart, M 
by Friendſhip nor by Speaking ; there was never a truer 
Rhime ; let us caſt away nothing; for we may live to 
have Need of ſuch a Verſe: we ſee it, we ſee it, how 
now Lambs ? e r 
Tool. Creſida, I love thee with ſo ſtrange a Purity, | 
That the bleſt Gods, angry with my Devotions, | 
More bright in Zeal, than that I pay their Altars, Ne 


Will take thee from my Sight. Nc 
Creſ. Have the Gods Envy? | | 
Pand. Ay, ay, ay, tis too plain a Caſe! , My 
| Cref. And is it true that J muſt go from Try? 4 
Troil. A hateful Truth. 35 
Creſ. What, and from Froilus too? 1 c 
Troil. From Troy and Troilas : and ſuddenly. 5. 
So ſuddenly, tis counted but by Minutes. 5 0 
Creſ. What, not an Hour allow'd for taking Leave? ah 
Troil. Ev'n that's bereft us too: our envious Fates 7 
Juſtle betwixt, and part the dear Adieu's mon 
Of meeting Lips, claſp'd Hands, and lock'd Embraces. P 
2 5 Eneas within. Ny t. 
My Lord, is the Lady ready yet ? 5 
FTyoil. Hark, you are call'd: ſome ſay the Genius fo 7 


Cries Come, to him who inſtantly muſt die. 1 


Pand. Where are my Tears? ſome Rain to lay this 
Or my Heart will be blown up by the Roots! [ Wind: 
Troil. Hear me my Love! be thou but true like me. 

Cref. I true! how now, what wicked Thought is this? 
Troll. Nay, we muſt uſe Expoſtulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us: 
I ſpoke not, be thou true, as fearing thee ; 
But be thou true, I ſaid, to introduce 
My following Proteſtation : be thou true, 
And I will fee thee. +: | 
Crefſ. You'l! be expos'd to Dangers. 
Troil. I care not: but be true. 
Crest. Be true again? bn 
Troil. Hear why I ſpeak it, Love. | 
The Grecian Youths are full of Grecian Arts: . 
Alas a. kind of holy Jealouſy, _ | 
Which I beſeech you call a virtuous Sin, 
Makes me afraid how far you may be tempted, 
Cre. O Heavens, you love me not 
Troil. Die Ia Villain then! | 
In this I do not call your Faith in Queſtion, 
But my own Merit. PE Dy 
Creſſ. Fear not; I'll be true. 5 
Troll. Then Fate thy worſt : for I will ſee thee, Love: 
Not all the Grecian Hoſt ſhall keep me out, 


+ 


Nor Troy, though wall'd with Fire, ſhou'd hold me in. 


| neas within, 
My Lord, my Lord Troilus : I muſt call you. 


Pand. A Miſchief call him: nothing but Screech-owls ? | 


do, do, call again; you had beſt part em now in the 
Sweetneſs of their Love! I'll be hang'd if this /Zneas be 


the Son of Venus, for all his Bragging. Honeſt Venus was 


a Punk: wou'd ſhe have parted Lovers? no he has not a 
Drop of Venus Blood in him: honeſt Venus was a Punk. 
Troil. to Pand. Pr'ythee go out; and gain one Minute 
more, 1 
Pand. Marry and I will: follow you your Buſineſs; loſ 
no time, tis very precious; go, Bill again: Ill tell the 
Rogue his own, I warrant him. [Exit Pandarus. 


Creſſ. What have we gain'd by this one Minute more? 


Troil, Only to with another, and another, A 
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A longer ſtruggling with the Pangs of Death. 
Creſ. O thoſe who do not know what Parting is, 
Can never learn to die 
Troil. When I but think this Sight may be our laſt, 
If Jove cou'd ſet me in the Place of Atlas, 
And lay the Weight of Heav'n and Gods upon me, 
He cou'd not preis me more. 
Cre/. Oh let me go, that I may know my Grief; 
Grief is but gueſs'd, while thou art ſtanding by: 
But I too ſoon ſhall know what Abſence is. 
Troil. Why tis to be no more: another Name for Death, 
Tis the Sun parting from the frozen North; 
And I, methinks, ſtand on ſome Icy Cliff, 
'To watch the laſt low Circles that he makes ; 
Till he fink down from Heav'n! O only Creſida, 
If thou depart from me, I cannot live: 
I have not Soul enough to laſt for Grief, 
ut thou ſhalt hear what Grief has done with me. 
Creſ. If I could live to hear it, I were falſe. 
But as a careful Traveller, who fearing 
Aſſaults of Robbers, leaves his Wealth behind, 
I croſt my Heart with thee: and to the Greeks 
Bear but an empty Caſket. 2 
 Froil. Then Iwill live; that I may keep that Treaſure: WY , 
And arm'd with this Aſſurance, let thee go q 
. Looſe, yet ſecure as is the gentle Hawk 
When whiſtled off ſhe mounts into the Wind : "7 
Our Loves like Mountains high above the Clouds, . 
Though Winds and Tempeſts beat their aged Feet, H 
Their peaceful Heads, nor Storm, nor Thunder know, A. 


But ſcorn the threatning Rack that rowls below. $h 
OY 5  [Exeunt Ambo. | 
„„ 7 259 179 3 OP An 
Achilles and Patroclus, fanding in their Tent. « i? 
_ Ulyſſes, Agamemnon, Menelaus, Neſtor and Ajax pat l; 
DES). Ang over the Stage. a 


/. Achilles ſtands in th' Entrance of his Tent: WT) 
Pleaſe it our General to paſs ſtrangely by hm, 
As if he were forgot, and Princes all 
Look on him with neglectful Eyes and Scorn: 


Pride 


ſure: 


Prick 
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Pride muſt be cur'd by Pride. 

Aram. We'll execute your Purpoſe, and pat on 
A Form of Strangeneſs as we pals along; 
go do each Prince, either ſalute him not, 
Or elſe diſdainfully, which will ſhake him more 
Than if not look'd on: I will lead the Way. 

Achil. What, comes the General to ſpeak with me? 
You know my Mind; ÞIll fight no more with Troy. 
Ham. What ſays Achilles, wou'd he ought with us?“ 
Neft. Wou'd you, my Lord, ought with the General E 
Achil. No. ; e 
Ne. Nothing my Lord. 

Azam. The better. 

Menel. How do you, how do you ? 

Achil. What, does the Cuckold ſcorn me !: 

Ajaæ. How now Patroclus? 

Achil. Good-morrow Hax. 

Ajax. Ha! 

Achil. Govd-morrow.. FEM 

Hax. Ay; and good next Day too. 


And ſend their Smiles before em to Achilles, 


Achil Am ] poor of late? - 4/3 
'Tis certain, Greatneſs once fall'n out with Fortune, 
Muſt fall out with Men too! what the Declin'd is, 
He ſhal-as ſoon read in the Eyes of others, 

As feel in his own Fall : for Men like Butterflies, 
Show not their mealy Wings but to the Summer. 


Pairs. "Tis known you are in Love with Hector's Siſter, 


And therefore will not fight: and your not fighting 
Draws on you this Contempt: I oft have told yon, 
A Woman impudent.and manniſh grown 

Is not more loath'd than an effeminate Man 

In time of Action; Pm condemn'd for this: 
They think my little Appetite to War | 
Deads all the Fire in you : but rowſe your ſelf, 
And Love ſhall from your Neck unloſe his Folds ; 
Or like a Dew. drop from a Lyon's Mane 


 [Exennt all but Achilles and Patroclus. 
Achil. What mean theſe Fellows?know they not Achilles? 
Patre, They paſs by ſtrangely ; they were us'd to bow. 


o come as humbly, as they us'd to creep to holy Altars. 
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Be ſhakcen into Air. FT 

Achil. Shall ax fight with Hector? 
Patro. Yes, and perhaps ſhall gain much Honour by 
Achil. I ſee my Reputation is at Stake. [him, 
Patro. O then beware; thoſe Wounds heal ill that Men 

Have giv'n themſelves, becauſe tbey give em deepeſt. 

Achil. I'll de ſomething : 

But what I know not yet. No more, our Champion, 
Re-enter Ajax, Agamemnon, Menelaus, Ulyſſes, 
8 Neſtor, Diomede, Trumpet. | 

Agam. Here art thou daring Combat, valiant ax. 

Give with thy Trumpet, a loud Note to Troy, 

Thou noble Champion, that the ſounding Air 

May pierce the Ears of the great Challenger, 

And call him hither. CEE 
Ajax. Trumpet, take that Purſe : 

Now crack thy Lungs, and ſplit the ſounding Braſs ; 

Thou blow'ſt for Hector. e 
5 [Trumpet ſounds, and is anſbered from within, 

Enter HeQor, ÆEneas, and other Trojans. 

Agam. Yonder comes the Troop. © 
20 Eneas, coming to the Greeks. 

Health to the Grecian Lords; what ſhall be done 

To him that ſhall be vanquiſh'd ? or de you purpoſe 

A Victor ſhould be known? will you the Knights 

Shall to the Edge of all Extremity 

Purſue each other, or ſhall be divided 

By any Voice or Order of the Field? 

Hector bad ask. 8 . 6 

 Agam. Which way wou' d Hector have it? 
u. He cares not, he'll obey Conditions. 

Achil. Tis done like Hector, but ſecurely done; 

A little proudly, and too much deſpiſing 


The Knight oppos'd ; he might have found his Match. 


nu. If not Achilles, Sir, what is your Name? 
Achil . If not Achilles, nothing. 

En. Therefore Achilles; but whoe'er, know this; 
Great Hector knows no Pride: weigh him but well, 
And that which looks like Pride, is Courteſie. 

This 4jax is half made of Hector's Blood, 


In Love whereof half Hector ſtays at home. 1 
1 Fs chil. 
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_ 'Achil. A Maiden Battle! I perceive you then. "I 
a Aam. Go Diomede, and ſtand by valiant Ajax 4 Wi: Il 

As you and Lord Zneas ſhall conſent, | 5 


y MW So let the F ight proceed to terminate. 4 I 

. . ſound on both Sides, aubile Eneas and 1 

en Diomede tale their Places, as Judges of the Field: 1 

| The Trojans and Grecians rank themſekues on ei- þ 
ther Side. 


n. Uly/. They are oppos'd already. | 
[ Fight equal at firſt, then Ajax has Hector at Di/- | 1 
advantage : at Iaſi Hector cleſes, Ajax falls on | | 
e. one Knee, Hector „lands over him, but firikes not, ; | 
and Ajax riſes. BB 5 | 
Eneas, throwing his Gauntlet betwixt them, 'E ; 
Princes enough, you both have ſkown much Valour. i 
Diom. And we, as Judges of the Field, declare, | 
The Combat here ſhall ceaſe. — 
Ajax. J am not warm yet, let us fight again. 1 
Zn. Then let it be as Hechor ſhall determine. | 
Hef. If it be left to me, I will no more. 
Jar, thou art my Aunt Hefione's Son: | 
The Obligation of our Blood forbids us. 
But were thy Mixture Greek and Trojan ſo, 
That thou ceu'dſt ſay, this Part is Grecian all, 
And this is Trojan, hence thou ſhou'dſt not bear 
One Grecian Limb, wherein my pointed Sword 
Had not Impreſſion made; but Heav'n forbid 
That any Drop thou borrow'ſt from my Mother, 
Shou'd e er be drain'd by me: let me embrace thee Couſin: 
By him who thunders, thou haſt finewy Arms, _ 
Hector wou'd have em fall upon him thus ; — [ Embrace. 
Thine be the Honour, Ajax. 
I 4jax. I thank thee He&or, 
Tbou art too gentle, and too free a Man : 9 
atch. came to kill thee Couſin, and to gain | 
A great Addition from that glorious Act: / 
But thou haſt quite diſarm'd me. | | j 
183 FJ 5 — 
ll, For tis the only way I cou'd diſarm thee. 
. Hax. If I might in Intreaty find Succeſs, 
| wou'd deſire to ſe thee at my Tent. 


thin, 
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Diom. Tis Agamemnon's Wiſh, and great Achilles, 


Both long to fee the valiant He&#or there: 
Hed. A neas, call my Brother Troilus to me; 


[Agamemnon, and the chief” of both Sides approach, 
Agam. to Hector. Worthy of Arms, as welcome as to 
Who wou'd be rid of ſuch an Enemy. one, 
To Troil.] My well fam'd Lord of Troy, no lefs to you, 
Neſt. I have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee often 


Through Ranks of Grecian Youth, and I have ſeen thee 
As ſwift as Lightning ſpur thy Phrygian Steed, 


And ſeen thee ſcorning many forfeit Lives, 
When thou haſt hung thy advanc'd Sword i'th' A ir, | 
Not letting it decline on proſtrate Foes : 

That I have ſaid to all the Standers-by, = E 
Loe Fowve is yonder, diſtributing Lie. ; 


He. Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 

Who haſt ſo long walkt Hand in Hand with Time: 7 

Moſt Reverend N://or, I am glad to claſp thee. 7 
LY. I wonder now, how yonder City ſtands, 

When we have here her Baſe and Pillar by us. 


He#. I know your Count'nance, Lord Ul;/*s, well; WM 1 
Ah Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, A 
Since firſt I ſaw your ſelf and Diomede Y 
In 7hon, on your Greek; Embaſſy. | 

Achil. Now Hector, I have fed mine Eyes on thee ; 
IJ have with exact View perus'd thee Hector, In 
And quoted Joint by Joint. : 
He#. Is this Achilles? | T] 
{| JAchil. I am Achilles. W 


Heck. Stand fair, I pr'ythee let me look on thee, Bu 


'  Acbil. Behold thy Fill. | ; Or 
Hee. Nay, I have done already. 


Achil. Thou art too brief. I will the ſecond time, WA 
As I would buy thee, view thee Limb by Limb. To 


Hie. O, like a Book of Sport thou read'ſt me oer; 7 
But there's more in me than thou underſtand'ſt. As 
Achil. Tell me ye Heav'ns, in which Pa-t of his Boni 
Shall ] deſtroy him? there, or there, or there! Wh 
7 


That I may give th' imagin'd Wound a Name, 
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And make diſtinct the very Breach, whereout 


Hefor's — Spirit flew ! anſwer me Heavens! 
Het. an Oracle to tell me this, 


Id not believe thee ; henceforth guard thee well bs 


h. 11! kill thee every where : 

to ve noble Grecians pardon me this Boaſt, 

ne, MW His Inſolence draws Folly from my Lips, 

ou. W But I'll endeavour Deeds to match theſe Words ; ; 
Elſe may I never | 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, Coulin x ; 

0 And you Achilles, let theſe Threats alone: 

| You may have every Day enough of Hector, 


lf you have Stomach : the general State I fear 
| Can ſcarce intreat you to perform your Boaſt. 
Hef. I pray you let us ſee you in the Field ; 
We have had * Wars, fince you refus'd 
The Grecian Cauſe. 
Achil. Do'ſt thou entreat me, Hector 2 
To morrow will I meet thee fierce as Death ; 
To-night all Peace. 
Hect. Thy Hand upon that Match. 
Agam. Firſt, all you Grecian Princes go with me; 
And entertain great Hector; afterwards, 
As his own Leiſure ſhall concur with yours, 
You may invite him to your ſeveral Tents. 
[Exeunt Agam. Hect. Menel. Neſt. Diom. ogether. 
Troil. My Lord Uly/es, tell me I beſeech you, 
In what Part of the Field does Calchas lodge? 
Uly/. At Menelaus' Tent: 
There Diomede does feaſt with him to-tight 3; ; 
| Who neither looks on Heaven or on Earth, 
nee. But gives all Gaze and Bent of amorous View 
| On 1 Crefſ da alone. 


Troil. Shall I, brave Lord, be bound to you ſa much, 
ime, WAtter we part from Agamemnon's Tent, 
b. To _ me thither ? 
e der; C/ 1 ſhall wait on you. | 
As freely tel! me, of what Honour was 
his Boo This Cre/ida in Troy? had ſhe no Lovers there 
Who mourn her Abſence ? 


# of Troil. O Sir, to ſuch as uy ſhow their Scars, 


vell; 


lee; 


Reproof 
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Reproof is due, ſhe lov'd and was belov'd: 
That's all I muſt impart. Lead on, my Lord. 
[ Exeunt Uiyſles, and Troilus, 
Achil. to Patro. T'l heat his Blood with Greeki/b Wine 
| to-night, 
Which with my Sword I mean to cool to-morrow, 
Patrecius, let us feaſt him to the Height. 
Enter Therſites. 

Pato. Here comes Therfites. 

Achil. How now thou Core of Envy, 

Thou cruſty Batch of Nature, what's the News 
 Ther/. Why thou Picture of what thou ſeem'ſt, thoy 
Idol of Ideot Worſhippers, there's a Letter for thee, 

Achil. From whence, Fragment? 

Therſ. Why thou full Diſh of Fool, from Gy TT 
Patro. Well ſaid, Adverſity ! what makes thee ſo keen 
Therſ. Becauſe a Fool's my Whetſtone. [to- day 
Patro. Meaning me? 

Wer ſ. Ves, meaning thy no Meaning; pr yihee be ſilent 
Boy, I profit not by thy Talk: Now the rotten Diſeaſe, 
of the South, Gut-gripings, Ruptures, Catarrhs ; Loads 
of Gravel in the Back, Lethargies, cold Palſies, and the 
like, take thee, and take thee again 3 thou green Sarce- 
net Flap for a ſore Eye, thou Taſſel of a Prodigal's Purſe, 
thou: Ah how the poor World is peſter'd with ſuch 
.Water-flies : ſuch Diminutives of Nature. 
Achil. My dear Patroclus, Jam quite prevented 

From my great Purpoſe, bent on Hector's Life: 

Here is a Letter from my Love Polyxena, 

Both taxing, and ingaging me to keep 

An Oath that I have ſworn; and will not break it 

To fave all Greece: Let Honour go or ſtay, 

There's more Religion in my Love than Fame. 

[I [FE eugt Achilles, and Patroclu 

7 Her ſ. With two much Blood and too little Brain, thek 

two are running mad before the Doag-days. There's 4 

gamemnon too, an honeſt Fellow enough, and loves 4 

Brimmer heartily 3 but he has not ſo much Brains as 

old Gander. But his Brother Menelaus, there's a F ellow 

the goodly Transformation of Fupiter when he lov'd Eu 

ropa: the primitive Cuckold: A vile — 0d bor 
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nally to his Brother's Table. To be a Dog, a Mule, a 
Cat, a Toad, an Owl, a Lizard, a Herring without a 
ß. Roe, I wou'd not care: but to be Menelaus I wou'd 
ne conſpire againſt Deſtiny —Hey Day! Will with a Whip, 
and Fack a Lanthorn ! © RAG: \- 
ector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Diomede, Ulyſſes, 
Troilus, going with Torches over the Stage. 
Aam. We go wrong, we go wrong. | 


Ajax. No, yonder tis; there where we ſee the Light. 


Heck. I trouble you. 
4jax. Not at all, Confin : Here comes Achilles him- 
ho {elf to guide us. 
4 Enter Achilles, | 
: Achil. Welcome brave Hector, welcome Princes all. 
Agam. So now, brave Prince of Trey, I take my 


keen Lare; 4jax commands the Guard, to wait on you. 
lay i fer. Good Night, my Lord! x 


Hef. Good Night, ſweet Lord Menolaus. 


ſilent Therſ. Lade. ] Sweet quoth a! ſweet Sink, fiveet 
ſeaſe, Shore, ſweet Jakes! "SPE 
Loads Achil. Neflar will ſtay, and you Lord Diomede, 

d the Keep Hector Company an Hour or two. 


Diom. 1 cannot, Sir, I have important Buſineſs, 


Sarce- 
Pure Achil. Enter, my Lords. | 


Tent. 


mother ; and after him Ulyſles, and Troilus. 


ill ſpend his Mouth | 
Hound : but when he performs, Aſtronomers ſet it 
lown for a Prodigy; though I long to ſee Hector, I can- 


itt 


in, the"! forbear dogging him. They ſay he keeps a Trojan 
ere's Mrabb: and uſes Calchas's Tent, that fugitive Prieſt of 


, that Canonical Rogue of our Side. I'll after lum: 
prung but Wheripg in this Age: all incontinent Raſ- 


Enter Calchas, and Creſhd1. 
Calch. O, what a Bleſſing is a virtuous Child ! 


Uly. to Troil. Follow his Torch: he goes to Calchas's 
[Exeunt Achil, Hect. Ajax one Way, Diomede a» 
| Therſ. This Diomede's a falſe-hearted Rogue, an un- 
quit Knave : I will no more truſt him when he winks 


ith one Eye, than I will a Serpent when he hiſſes. He 
d Promiſe, like Brabbler the 


[Exit Therſites. 
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No more diſturbs my Mind. ; 


But yet which way, without your Aid, I know not. 
Put 'em in Practice all; ſeem loſt and won, 


That Ring he ſaw you wear, he much ſuſpects 


, *. 


Thou haſt reclaim'd my Mind, and calm'd my Paſſion 
Of Anger and Revenge: my Love to Troy 
Reviyes within me, and my Joſt Tiare 


2 A virtuous Conqueſt ! 
Calch. I have a Woman's Longing to return, 


Cre Time muſt inſtruct us how. 

Caleb. You muſt diſſemble Love to Diomede, till ; 
Falſe Diomede, bred in Les School, | 
Can never be decerv'd, 9 2 1 850 1 

But by ſtrong Arts and Blandiſhments of Love. | 


And draw him on, and give him Line again. 

This Argus then may cloſe his hundred Eyes, 

And leave our Flight more eaſy. 3 
Cres. How can I anſwer this to Love and Tro:/u;? 
Calch. Why ' tis for him you do it: promiſe largely; 


Was given you by a Lover; let him have it. 
Diom. [within. ] Ho; Calhas, Calchas ! 
Caleb. Hark ! I hear his Voice. 
Purſue your Project: doubt not the Succeſs. 
C, Heaven knows againſt my Will: and yet my 
8 e . 


| Ope | | | | 
This Night to meet my Troilus, while *tis Trace, Mr! 


 Aﬀord my Mind ſome Eaſe. | 


Caleb. No more: retire. [Exit Creſial < 

Enter Diomede ; Troilus and Ulyſſes appear liſtenimg 
at one Door, and Therſites watching at another. 

Diom. I came to ſee your Daughter, worthy Calebas. 

Caleb. My Lord, Pll call her to you. [ Exit Calcha 

_ Ulyſ. to Troil, Stand where the Torch may not dif 


cover us. 

Enter Creſſida. 

Troil. Creffida comes forth to him ! 
Diom. How now my Charge? 


* 


© [hi 
Troil. Ay, ſo familiar! Ps 
Piom. Will you remember? 


Crefſ. Remember ? yes. [Madneſs ! 
Troil. Heav'ns ! what ſhou'd ſhe remember! Plague and 
Ly. Prince, you are moy'd : let us depart in Time, 

Leſt your Diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge it ſelf 

To wrathful Terms: this Place is dangerous; 

The Time unfit : beſeech you let us 


I will not f. a Word 
Diom. I'll hear no more : good Night. 
Cre}. Nay, but you part in Anger: 
Foil. Does that grieve thee ! O Titherd Truth! 
| Diom. Farewel Cozener. 


Cre. Indeed T am not: pray come back again, 
Uly/. You ſhake, my Lord, at  fomething : will you 


Troil. By all the Gods I will not. 
There is between my Will and all my Actions, 
A Guard of Patience ! ſtay a little while. 


Rump, and Potato-finger, tickles theſe together ! put 
him off a little, you fooliſh Harlot ! "twill ſharpen him 
the more. 

Diom. But will you then ? 


Crefſ. I will as ſoon as e'er the War's concluded. 
Diom. Give me ſome Token, for the Surety of it: 
The Ring I ſaw you wear. 

Cre. fe Giving it.] If you muſt have it. 


recall Tro!l. The ers, nay then tis , oo 0 Beauty 
ening here's thy Faith 


er. Ul/. You have ſworn Patience. | 

alchar WW Ther/. That's well, that's well, the Pledge is given; 
Calchu Wold her to her Word ue Devil, and her Soul's . 
not d warrant thee. 


Diom. Whole was't ? 


Crefſ. By all Diana's waiting Train of Stars, 
ind hy her ſelf, I will not tell you whoſe. 


ord Wil hou never ſhalt mock Diomede again. lever: 
pipe Creſ. You ſhall not go: one cannot {peak a Word, 


put ſtraight it ſtarts you. 


5 Diem. I do not like this FoolingJ 
[ 


Tron CAI. 3 


Troil. I pray 75 os ; 15 Hell, mip by Hell Torment 


Tou "will break out. [go? 


Ther. {affde.] How the Devil Luxary with his fat 


Dim. Why then thou lev'ſt him ſtill: farewel for 


— 2 Therf.. 


it 

e 1 
4 
0 

1 


—— 


= 


_—y 
* a x 


r 


* 2 - k 


wa — 
— — — 
8 % > 


— — PR * - = n 
PRION — * > ** . ya — _ Grow. * _ 
—— 4 N 
yas S 2 * — A * 
 - * a th 
— - - 
＋ ba 
o 4 * — * * 
8 o 
N 6 2 4 5 
2 * 1 1 
2 4 5 $ 
* C \ 
p 22 
” | 4 CI 
2 »Þ * 
* * 7 
4 


— _ \ 
ũꝗ—UUUU—ꝛ̃ NE eee . n — —— ͤ —ä'— d SS — as 
hy 1 - I 
* een — * 
S p a Ir 7 
5 a N * 2 
* * 
- 


100 TrofLus end Canss1p A. 


Diom. I ſhall expect your Promiſe. 


Not a Word more, good Night =- I for ever: 
Thus to deceive Deceivers is no 8 2 


Think we had Mothers, do not give Advantage 


If Beauty have a Soul, this is not ſhe: 
I cannot ſpeak for Rage, that Ring was mine, 


_ When both our Joys were fulleſt !.— If he keeps it, 


Almond, than he will for a commodious.Drab : I Won 


hard but I'll find him out. [Eire Therlit 


* 
* 


| Therſ. Nor I by Pluto: but that which likes not me, 
pleaſes me belt. 


Creſ/. Pl perform it. 


IkEæeun Diomede and Creſſida ſeyeral}, 
Uh/. All's done, my Lord. 
Troil. Is it? | 
Dy. Pray let us go. 
Trail. Was Creda here? 
Uly/. I cannot conjure, Trojan, 
Troil. She was not ſure ! ſhe was not. 
Let it not be believ'd for Womanhodd : 


To biting Satyr, apt without a I heme, 

For Defamation, to ſquare all the Sex 

By Creſid's Rule, rather think this not Crest da. 
Ther/. Will he ſwagger himſelf out on's own Eyes! 
Troil. This ſhe ! no, this was Duomgde's Creſſida. 


By Heaven I gave it, in that Point of Time, 


Let Degs eat Trailus. 5 

Ther ſ. He'll tickle it for his Concupy : this will be Sport 
to ſee! Patroclus will give me any thing for the Intell: 
gence of this Whore; a Parrot will not do more for at 


T cou'd meet with this. Rogue  Diomede too; I wou 
croak like a Raven to him; I wou'd bode : it ſhall g 


Enter Eneas. | 

n. I have been ſeeking you this. Hour my Lord 
He#or by this is arming him in Troy. 

Uly/. Commend me, gallant Troi/us, to your Brother: 
Tell im, | hope he ſhall not need to arm; 
The tir Polyxena has. by a Letter, 

T7 '/- :m'd our great Achilles of his Rage. 

il. Ibis 1 ſhall jay to Hectar. 
So | hope! 


9 nnn. * * 9 
Y os Ad 


Pray Heaven Therfites have inform'd me true — Afade. 
Froil. Good Night, my Lord; accept diſtracted 


Thanks! | [Exit Ulyſſes. 
Enter Pandarus. 5 
Pand. Hear ye, my Lord, hear ye; I have been ſeeing. 
„ yon poor Girl. There have been old Doings there i'faith. 
; Foil. [ 4fide. } Hold yet, my Spirits: let him pour it in: 


The Poiſon's kind: the more I drink of it, 
The ſooner *twill diſpatch me, | 
An. to Pand. Peace you Babbler ! . 
Pand. She has been mightily made on by the Greeks : 
ſhe takes moſt wonderfully among em: Achilles kiſs'd her, 
and Patroclus Kkiſs d her: Nay, and old Neſtor put aſide 
his grey Beard, and bruſh'd her with his Whiſkers. 
Then comes me Apamennon with his General's Staff, 
diving with a low Bow ey'n to the Ground, and riſing 
again, juſt at her Lips: And after him came Ul;/zs, and 
fjax, and Menelaus: and they fo pelted her Piaith : 


6? pitter patter, pitter patter, as thick as Hail-Rones. And 


after that, a whole Rout of em: Never was Woman in 
Phrogia better kiſs d. OE 
Troil. | Afide.] Hector ſaid true: I find it now! 


us, how he laid her on upon the Lips! for as I told you, 
ſne's moſt mightily made on among the Greeks. What, 
cheer up, I fay, Man! ſhe has every one's good Word. 
] think in my Conſcience, ſhe was born with a Caul 
upon her Head: : ED 
Troil. Fu. Hell, Death, Confuſion, hew he tor. 
wes mef e . 
Pand. And that Rogue-Prieft my Brother, is fo court- 
ed and treated for her Sake: the young Sparks do ſo 
pull him about, and haul him by the Caſſock : nothing 
but Invitations to his Tent, and his Fent, and his Tent. 


takes me up a little God in his Hand, and kiſſes it, and 
ſwears devoutly that ſhe was; then was I ready to burſt 


twixt you two. . 
. Troil. 
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Pand. And laſt of all comes me Diamede fo demurely : 
that's a notable fly Rogue I warrant him ! Me cy upon 


Nay, and one of em was ſo-bold, as to afk. him, if ſhe 
were a Virgin; and with that, the Rogue my Brother 


| my Sides with Laughing, to think what had paſs'd be- 


— 
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Frl. O.I can bear no more ! ſhe's Falſhood all: 
Falſe by both Kinds; for with her Mother's Milk 
She ſuck'd th' Infuſion of her Father's Soul. 
She only wants an Opportunity, 

- Her Seul's a Whore already. 
Pand. What wou'd you make a Monopoly of a Wo 
man's Lips? a little Conſolation or ſo, might be allow'd, 
one wou'd think, in a Lover's Abſence ! 

Treil. Hence from my Sight : 

Tet Ignominy brand thy hated Name: 

ö Let modeſt Matrons at thy Mention ſtart; 

h And bluſhing Virgins, when they read our Annals, 


= . | 
t „ Skip o'er the guilty Page that holds thy Legend, | 
Wis „ And blots the noble Work. 
1 | i | | Pand. O World, World: thou art an ungrateful Patch ] 
& . of Earth! 
Wo 1 Thus the poor Agent is deſpis'd ! he labours painfully in \ 
lt BY: tis Calling, and trudges between Parties : but when I 
WW bf their Turns are ſerv'd, Come-out's too geod for him. I þ 
8 1 am mighty melancholy. I'll e'en go home, and ſhut MI 1 
Dy | up my Doors; and die o th Sullens like an old Birdin ff 1 
Sa. Vu 2 ae! [Exit Pandarus, MW 1 
„„ ͤ Enter Diomede and Therſites. 1 
vi | Ther/. [ Afide.] There; there he is, now let it work: 4 
31888! no play thy Part Jealouſy, and twinge em: put 'em be. 
1 tween thy Mill-ſtones, and grind the Rogues together. 
al 1 Diom. My Lord, I am by 4jax ſent to or you, 
1 T his Hour muſt end . N 
1 | 2&1. to Trail. Contain your ſelf; ; a 
Wl; | Think where we are. 
1 Diom. Vour Stay will be unſafe. . W 
Mil Trail. It may for thoſe I hate. W. 
IN 
8 _ Therſ. [ Afide.] Well ſaid, Trojan : there's the firſt Hit As 
: 18 Dion. Beſeech you Sir make Haſte, my own Aﬀair fff 1 
5 wt Call me another Way. Wi 
Wil _ Therſ. [ Afide.)] What Affairs? what Affairs? demand i An 
5 ttat, Dolt-head! the Rogue will loſe a Quarrel for wart A 
1 of Wit to aſk that Queſtion. , 
118k  Troil. May I enquire where your Affairs conduct you.. 7 
1 Therſ. [ Afide.) Well ſaid again; I beg thy Pardon loſe 


Diom. Oh it concerns you not. | lad 


F 

z 

? 

ö 
[| 
[} | Hh | _ 
| 

| 
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Foil. Perhaps it does: | 5 
Diom. You are too inquiſitive : nor am J hound 

To ſatisfy an Enemy's Requeſt. | ; 

Troil. You have a Ring upon your Finger, Diomede, 

And given you by a Lady. „ 
Diom. If it were; 

'Twas given to one who can defend her Gift. 


8 


one another: ſet up your Briſtles now a' both Sides: 
whet and foam, Rogues. | 


Troil. You muſt reſtore it, Greek, by Heaven you muſt : 


No Spoil of mine ſhall grace a Traytor's Hand : 
And, with it, give me back the broken Vows 
Of my falſe Fair; which, perjur'd as ſhe is, 
tc I never will refign, but with my Soul. 4 200 
Diom. Then thou, it ſeems, art that forſaken Fool, 
Who wanting Merit to preſerve her Heart, 
has Repines in vain to ſee it better plac d; . 
| 1 WH But know, (for now I take a Pride to grieve thee) 
hut Thou art fo loſt a thing in her Eſteem, 1 
din 1 never heard thee nam'd, but ſome Scorn follow'd: 
Tus, Thou wert our 'Table-Talk for laughing Meals: 
Thy Name our ſportful Theme for Evening-walks : 
And intermiſſive Hours of cooler Love: | 
When Hand in Hand we went. 
Troil. Hell and Furies? 25 
Therf. ¶ Aſide.] O well ſtung, Scorpion! | 
Now Menelaus his Greek Horns are out o' Doors, there's 
a new Cuckold ſtarts up on the Trojan Side. 
Troil. Yet this was ſhe, ye Gods, that very She, 
Who in my Arms lay melting all the Night; 
Who kiſs'd and figh'd, and figh'd and kiſs'd again, 
As if her Soul flew upward to her Lips, 
To meet mine there, and panted at the Paſſage. 
Who loth to find the breaking Day, look'd out, 
And ſhrunk into my Boſom, there to make 
A little longer Darkneſs, | 
Diom. Plagues and Tortures ! 


loſe his Harlot; and our Fool's mad, that t'other Fool 


Therſ. [ Afide.] So, ſo; the Boars begin to gruntle at 


Therſ. Good, good, by Pluto! their Fool's mad to- 


lad her firſt ; if I ſought Peace now, I cou'd tell em 
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II Blood thies Byh m his 1 wot thy Honour, 


10% TrorwLusandCnmsrpa. 
there's Punk enough to fatixfy em both; Whore ſuf. 
cient ! but let em worry one another, the fooliſh Curs ; 
they think they can. never have enough of Carrion, 
n. My Lords, this Fury. is not proper here 
In Time of Truce; if either Side be injur'd, | 
To-morrow's Sun will riſe apace, and then 
Troil. And then ! but why ſhould I defer, till then? 1 
My Blood calls now, cles is no Truce for Traytors, ] 
My Vengeance rowls within my Breaſt, it muſt, { 
It will have Vent; braun. j 
8 
v 


 Diom. Hinder us not, /#neas, 


And know thou art too brave: a Foe to break it. i 
| [Prawr, cl 

Derſ. Now Moon! now thine ſweet Moon! let em cl 
have juſt Light enough ta make their Paſſes ; and not t 


Light enough to ward 'em. ne 


An. [Drawing too. ] By Heav'n he comes onthis,who Wl # 
ſtrikes the firſt. 
You both are mad; is this like gallant Men, 
To fight at Midnight; at the Murtherer's Hour 
When erty Guilt and Rapine draw a Sword? 
Let Night enjoy her Dues of ſoft Repoſe 3. = 0 
But let the Sun dehold the brave Man's Conrad, 
And this I dare engage for Dionede, 
Foe though I am, 2 mall not hide his Head, 
But meet you in the very Face of Danger. 
1 F Putting up.] Be't fo: and were it on ſome Pre. 
igh as Olympas, 2 a Sea beneath, [cipice, 
cl when thou dar*ſt, juſt on the ſharpeſt Point 


| F l meet, and tumble with thee to Deſtruction. 1a 


Trail. A gnawing Conſcience haunts not guilty Men, The 
As I'll e eue, to ſummon thee to this; a 4 


Nay, ſhould*ſt thou take the St9g;an Lake for Reſuge, h 
Fil plunge in after, through the boihng Flames, 4 
To puſh thee hifling down the vaſt Abyſs. H 
Diom. Where ſhall we meet? Juſt 
 Tyeil. Before the Tent of Calthas : Upo 
T hither, through all your Troops, I'll * my Way: And 
And in the Sight of cork , Lou 
Give Death to her thron 4. 


Dome 4 p * 
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Diom. Tis largely promis d. | 
But I diſdain to anſwef with a Boaſt; 
Be ſure thou fhalt be met. | 
Troil. And thou be found. 5 Th | | 
[Exeunt Troilus and Eneas one Way : Diomeds the othey-. 9 
Therf. Now the Furies take Zneas, for letting em fleep» 


| 
upon their Quarrel : who knows but Reſt may cool their | 
Brains, and make 'emrriſemankiſh to Miſchief upon Con- 4 
fideration ? May each of em dream he ſees his Cockatrice 
in tother's Arms: and be ſtabbing one another in their ö 
Sleep, to remember em of their Buſineſs when they [ 
wake: let em be punctual to the Point of Honour; and | 
if it were poſſible, let both be firſt. at the Place of Exe- 
cution. Let neither of em have Cogitation enough, to 1 
confider tis a Whore they fight for: and let em value 1 

their Lives at as little as they are worth. And laſtly, let 
no ſucceeding Fools take Warning by 'em; but, in Imi- 
o Wl tation of them, when a Strumpet 1s in queſtion, | 
Let 'em beneath their Feet all Reaſon trample,. ” 
And think. it great to periſh by Example. [Exit.. 


CRAB LI LDAEFSLED 
ATT SCENE I. 


: Hector, Trojans, Andromache.. f 
re. | | 


ice, L. THE blue Miſts riſe from off the nether Grounds, 
1 And the Sun mounts apace: To Arms, to: 
Lam reſoly'd to put to th* utmoſt Proof Arms:: 
The Fate of Troy this Day. 276, 1 
Andro. ¶Aſide.] Oh wretched Woman, oh! 
He#.. Methought I heard you. ſigh, Andromache ! 
Andro. Did you, my Lord!!! 


. CIS RTE . NC WT, 


Hef. Did you, my Lord? you anſwer indirectly:: Bm 
Juſt when I ſaid that I wou'd put our Fate | ; 
Upon th' extreameſt Proof, you fetch'd. a Groans; © ö 

And, as you check'd your ſelf for what you did, "| 
You ſtiſted it and ſtopt. Come, you are lad... | ) 
Andro. The Gods forbid. OE. | j 
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' He. What ſhould the Gods forbidꝰ. 
And,. That I ſhould give you Cauſe of juſt Offenes 
He&. You ſay well; A t you look not chearfully. 


I: mean this Day to waſte the Stock of War, 

And lay it prodigally out in Blows. 

Come gird my Sword, and ſmile upon me, Love; 
Like Victory come lyin to my Arms, 
And give me Earneſt of 


efir'd 65. 
Andr. The Godr protect you, and reſtore you to me 
Het. What, grown a Coward! Thou wert us'd, Au. 
| e e | 
To give my Courage Courage; Thou would'ſt cry, 
Go Hector, Day. grows old, and Part of Fame 
Is raviſh'd from thee by thy ſlothful Stay. 
Andr. [ Afide.] What ſhall I do. to. ſeem the ſame 
Come, let me gird thy Fortune to thy Side, [ was; 


And Conqueſt ſit as cloſe and ſure as this. 
| [ She goes to gird his Sauord, and it falls 


Now Mercy, Heaven! the Gods avert this Omen. 
Heck. A fooliſh Omen! take it up again, 
And mend thy Error. . 
Andr. I cannot, for my Hand obeys me not ; - 
But as in Slumbers, when we fain wou'd run 
From our imagin'd Fears, our idle Feet 
Grow to the. Greund, our ſtruggling· Voice dies inward: 


So now, when I wou'd force my {elf to chear you, 


My faltrirg Tongue. can give. no glad Preſage; : 
Alas, J am no more Andromache. 

Hef. Why then thy former Soul is flown to me: 
For I, methinks, am lifted into Air, 


5 9 if my Mind maſt'rin my mortal: Part, 


ou'd bear my exalted Body to the Gods. 
Ls 1, I dreamt Fove ſate on 1da's Top, . 
'ning with his Hand divine from 3 


Bacchus and Hercules, and all the reſt, | 
Who, free from humane Toils, had ain d the pitch 


Of bleſt Eternity: Lo there, he ſaid, 


Lo there's a Place for Hector. 
Ax dr. Be to thy Enemies this boding Dram! 
Het, Ways it portends me Honour and — 
nd. 


yard: 


3 


0 therefore, 


| * f 0 N 
. . N * * ö 1 ö * . 
93 ho” "4 - 3. FI * " * r A » 6. * : N : hb + g * 
1 N n A P « FEE g 
- q : N »# ago * , »\ * * 
. 2 A 5 | 
- "SPIE? 
- : 


Andr. Such Honour as the Brave gain after Death. 
For I have dreamt all Night of horrid Slaughters, 
Of tramp pling Horſes, wit of Chariot Wheels 
Wading in Blood up to their Axle-trees 8 
of hoy Demons gliding down the Skies, 

And Thum PO n'd with a-midnight Blaze ; 
thou lov'ſt me, go not forth. _ 

Hect. Go to thy Bed again, and there dream better. 
Ho! bid my Trumpet "ſound. [ſake. 

Andr. No Notes of Sally, for the Heaven's ſweet 
'Tis not for nothing when my Spirits droop : 

This is a Day when thy ill Stars are ftrong, 
When'they have driv'n thy helpleſs Genius FR 
The Steep of Heaven to ſome obſcure Retreat. 

Heck. No more; ev'n as thou lov'ſt my Fame, no 
My Honour ſtands engag'd to meet Achilles- [more: 
What will the Grecians think, or what will he, 
Or what will Troy, or what wilt thou thy ſelf, 

When once this Ague Fit of Fear is o'er, 
If I ſhould loſe my Honour for a Dream ? - 

Andr. Your Enemies too well your Courage knew, 
And Heaven abhors the Forfeit of raſh Vows, 

Like ſpotted Livers in a Sacrifice. 
I cannot, O I dare not let you go: 
For when you leave me, my preſaging Mind 
Says, I ſhall never, never ſee you more. 

Heck. Thou excellently good, but oh too ſoft, K+ 

Let me not ſcape the Danger of this Day; 
But I have ſtruggling in my manly Soul 
To ſee thoſe modeſt Tears, aſham'd to fall, 

And witneſs any Part of Woman in thee! 


” 


| And now I 2 left thou ſhould'ſ think it F Fer, 


If thus diſſwaded, I refuſe to fight, 
And ſtay inglorious i in thy Arms at home. 
Aadr. Oh cou'd J have that Thought, I ſhou'd not 
love thee ; - 
Thy Soul is Proof to all things but to Kindneſs, - 
And therefore *twas that I forbore'to tell thee 
How mad Cafandra, full of Prophecy, 
Ran round the Streets, and like a Bacchanal 
Cry'd, Hold him Priam, tis an ominous Day, 
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Let him not go, for Heckor is no more. . 
"Hef." Our Life is ſhort, but to extend that Span 

To vaſt Eternity, is Virtue's Work :- . 

Therefore to. thee,. and not to Fear of Fate, 

Which once muſt come to all, give I this Day. 

But ſee thou move no more the like Requeſt: 

For reft aſſur'd, that to regain this Hour, 

To- morrow will I tempt a double Danger: 

Mean time, let Deſtiny attend thy Leiſure; 


I reckon this one Day a Blank of Life, 


Enter Troilus. 


Toyoil. Where are you Brother? now in Honour's Nam a 


What do you mean to be thus long unarm'd ? 
Th” imbattel'd Soldiers throng about the Gates. 
The Matrons to the Turrets Tops aſcend, . 
Holding their helpleſs Children in their Arms, 
To make you early known to their young Eyes, 


And Hector is the univerſal Shout. 


Hedt. Bid all unarm, I will not fight to-day. 
Trail. Employ ſome Coward to bear baek this New, 

A nd let the Children hoot him for his Pains. 

By all the Gods,. and by my juft Revenge,. 

This Sun ſhall ſhine the laſt for them or us: 

Theſe noiſy Streets, or yonder echoing Plains,. 

Shall be to-morrow ſilent as the Grave. 
Andro. O Brother, do not urge a Brother's Fate, 


' But let this Wreck of Heav'n and Earth roul oer, 


And when the Storm is paſt, put out to Sea: 

Troil. O-now.I know from whence his Change pro: 
Some frantick Augur has obſerv'd the 6kies ; [ceeds 
Some Victim wants a Heart, or Crow flies wrong: 

By Hau 'twas never well, fince ſawey Prieits 
Grew «x. be Maſters of the liſtning Herd. 
And into Miters cleft. the Regal Crown, 
Then, as the Earth were ſcanty for their Pow'r, 
They drew the Pomp of Heaven to wait on them. 
Shall I go publiſh, Hector dares not fight, 


Becauſe a Mad-man dreamt he talk'd with Fove 2 


What could the God ſee in a brain-fick Prieſt, 
That he ſhould: ſooner talk to him than me? 
Hect. You know my Namy's not liable to Fear. 
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7;cil. Yes, to the worſt of Fear, to 8 ition. 
But whether that, or Fondneſs of a Wife, 
(The more unpardonable III) has ſeiz'd you, 
Know this, the Gyeciuns think you fear Achulles, 
And that Polyxena has beg d your Life. 
Heck. How ! that my Life is beg'd, and by my Siſter F 
Troil. Dinges ſo inform'd me at our Parting, 
With a malicious and diſdainful Smile: 0s He: 
'Tis true, he ſaid not in broad Words, you fear'd, 
But in well-manner'd Terms *twas ſo agreed, 
Achilles ſhou'd. avoid to meet with Heclor. 
Heck. He thinks my Siſter's Treaſon my Petition, 
That largely vaunting in my Heat of Blood, 
More than I cow'd, it ſeems, or durſt perform, 
ſought Evaſion. | | 
Troil. And in private pray d. 
Hef. O yes, Polyxenato beg my Life, 
Andro. He cannot think ſo, do not urge him thus; 
Hef. Not urge me then thoa think'ſt I need his urg- 


By all the Gods, ſhou'd Fowve himſelf deſcend, [ing. 


And tell me, Hector thou deſerv'ſt not Life, 
But take it as a Boon; I wou'd not live. 
But that a mortal Man, and he of all Men, 
Shou'd think my Life were in his Power to glye, 
I will not reſt, till proftrate on the Ground, 
F make him, Atheiſt like. implore his Breath 
Of me, and not of Heaven. | 
Troil. Then you'll refuſe no more to fight? 
Hef, Refuſe ! I'll not be hinder'd, Brother. 


P11 through and through 'em, even their hindmoſt 
Till I have found that large-ſiz' d boaſting Fool, Ranks, 


Who dares preſume my Life is in his Gift. 3 
Andro. Farewel, farewel ; tis vain to ſtrive with Fate! 

Caſſandra's raging God inſpires my Breaſt 5 

With Truths that muſt be told, and not believ'd. 

Look how he dies !. look how his Eyes turn pale! 

Look how his Blood: burſts out at many Vents !' 

Hark how Troy-roars,. how Hecuba cries out, 

And widow'd I fill all the Streets with Screams! 

BSchold Diſtraction, Frenzy, and Amazement: 

Like Antiques meet, and tumble upon Heaps !. 


Txortvs d CARTss IDA, reg * 
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1 And all cry Hector, Hector's dead! Oh Hecto- / (Exit, 
4 Hes. What ſport will be, when we return at Evening, 
" To laugh her out of Count'nance for her Dreams ! 
Tyoil. 1. have not quench'd my Eyes with dewy Sleep 
this Night; | 
But fiery Fumes mount upward to my Brains, 
440 And when I breathe, methinks my Noſtrils hiſs! 
I ſhall turn Baſilisk ! and with my Sight 
FR! Do my Hands Work on Dioamede this Day. 
af Heck. To Arms, to Arms! the Vanguards are engag' d: 
il Let us not leave one Man to guard t the Walls ; 
WA.) Both Old and Young, the Coward and the Brave 
„ Be ſummon' d all, our utmoſt Fate to t 
1 And as one Body move, whoſe Soul am [ Lean 
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Lie! arm within. Enter Ai gamemnen, Ulyſſes, Menelauy 
„ Hallers. 
11 Aganm, Thus far the Promiſe of the Day is fair: 

6 . Fneas rather loſes Ground than gain; 

J I ſaw him over-labour'd, taking Breath, 
And leaning on his Spear, behold our Trenches, 5 
Like a fierce Lion looking: up ts Toils, - . 
Which yet he durſt not leap. 0 
- FINS! 5%. And therefore diſtant Death does all the Work: I * 
Wl 4 The Flights of 8 Darts make brown the Sky, Ml 9 

. Whoſe claſhing Points ſtrike Fire, and gild the Dusk : MW - 
Wi Thoſe that reach home, from neither Hoſt are vain, - 
Wil 1 So thick the Preaſe ; ſo luſty are their Arms, 
5 That Deatł ſeem'd never ſent with better Will ; 3 

Wl |! Nor was with leſs Concernment entertain'd. 
1 Enter Neſtor. 

TR 8 A gam. Now, Neftor, what s the News ? 
HR? Neflor. 1 have deſcry'd - 
8 A Cloud of Duſt that:mounts in Pillars upwards, 
„ Expanding as it travels to our Camp; 
Bj | And from the Midft I heard-a buriting Shout 
+ © (7 Iuhbat rent the Heaven! as if all Troy were ſwarm'd, 
by And on the Wing this way. 
1 AMenel. Let em come, let em come. 
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bam. Where's great Achilles ? 
27 Think 50 n All, e 
Till Hector drag him from his Tent to fight, 
(Which ſure he will, for I have laid the Train.) 
Meß. But young Patroclus leads his Myrmidans, 
And in their Front, ev'n in the Face of Heckor, 
Reſolves to dare the Trojans. "LS . — 
Azam. Haſte Les, bid Ajax iſſue forth and ſecond | 
/ Oh noble General, let it not be ſo. [him. | | 
Oppoſe not Rage, while Rage is in its Force, f 
But give it way awhile, and let it waſte. | 
The riſing Deluge is not ſtopt with Dams, 
Thoſe it o'er-bears, and drowns the Hopes of Harveſt: 1 i 
But wiſely manag'd, its divided Strength | 
Is fluic'd in Channels, and ſecurely drain'd. 
Firſt let ſmall Parties dally with their. Fury; 
But when their Force is. ſpent and unſupply'd, 
The Reſidue with 1 may be reſtrain'd, . 
And dry-ſhod we may paſs the naked Ford. 
1 85 Enter 'Therfites. . | 
Therf, Ho, ho, ho! 1 
Mene]. Why doſt thou laugh, unſeaſonable Fool? 
Therſ. Why, thou Fool in Seaſon, cannot a Man laugh, 
but thou think'ſt he makes Horns at thee? Thou Prince 
of the Herd, what haſt thou to do with 1 ?Tis - 
erk: WM the Prerogative of Man to laugh! Thou Riſibility with- 
ky, ont Reaſon, thou Subje& of Laughter, thou Fool Royal. 
nk 1% But tell us the Occaſion of thy Mirth ? 
| Tberſ. New a Man aſks me, I care not if I anſwer to 
my own Kind: Why, the Enemies are broken into our 
Trenches ; Fools like Menelaus fall by 'Thouſands, yet not 
a human Soul departs on either Side. Trailus and 4jax 
have almoſt beaten one anothers Heads off, but are both 
immortal for want of Brains. Patroclus has kill'd Sarpe- 
don, and Hector Patroclus; ſo there's a towardly ſpringing 
Fop gone off: He might have made a Prince one Day, 
but now he's nipt in the very Bud and Promiſe of a moſt 
prodigious Coxcomb. . 3 oF 
11. Aan. Bear off Patroclus. Body to Achilles ; © 
55 Revenge will arm him now, and bring us Aid. 
| 7” Th' Alarm 
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RR 213M As of a Crowd confus'd in their Retreat. | 
[ e 55 / your Ranks, and make theſe mad Men way, 
* og I Then cloſe again to charge apon their Backs, 

| | And quite conſume the Relicks of the War. 
ITY rennt all but Therſites, 
Der /. What Shoals of Fools one Battle ſweeps away! 
Ft How it purges Families of younger Brothers, Highways 
1 6f Robbers, and Cities of Cuekold-makers! There's no- 
145 thing like a piteh'd Battle for theſe briſſe Addle- heads 
FS! Your Phyſician is à pretty Fellow, but his Fees make 
| | . him tedious, he rids not faſt enough; the Fools gro 
:; ab! 4 upon him, and their Horſe Bodies are Poyſon Proof. Your 
8 53 Peſtilence is a quicker Remedy, but it has not the Grace 
iS 3 | to make Diſtinction, it huddles ap honeſt. Men and Rogues 
” . together. But your Battle has Diſeretion, it picks out 
5 n all the forward Fools, and fowſes em together into Im- 
2 = BN mortality. [Shouts and Alarms within.) Plague upon theſe 
ond oe . Drums and Trumpets ! theſe ſharp Sauces of the War 
k N | | to get Fools an Appetite to F hting What do Lamong 
: Wil i *tm ? I ſhall be miſtakeu for ſome valiant Aſs, and te 
2 rt a Martyr in a wrong Religiott. (2. 

1 [ FHere Grecians fly aver the Stage purſued by Trojans: 

Et WH Otte Trojan turns back apon Therſites who 3s flyins tes. 
* Witt Troy. Turn Slave, and fight. e 
V e e, art thou? 
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q' 5 | Baſtard Son of Priam's. 8 | 
Np Therſ. T ama Baſtard too, E love Baſtards. I am B WC 
* ſtard in Body, Baſtard in Mind, Baſtard in Valour, in e W 
very thing illegitimate. A Bear will not faſten upon a 
Bear; why ſhould: one Baftard offend another! Let us r 
part fair, like true Sons of Whores, and have the Fear of 
our Mothers before our Eyes. 
15 Troj. The Devil take thee, Coward. [ Zæit Trojan. 
1 Therf. Now wou'd J were either inviſible or invulne- 
ble: Theſe Gods have a fine time on't j they can ſec and 
n make Miſchief, and never feel it. 1 
| bel | [Clattering of Swords at both Dabrs;. he-runs ca 
r Ii; 1 a NN are oe mooſe ES 2 
„ A Pox clatter you; I am compaſs'd in! Now wou'd I 
| : It 0 9 5 were. that Blockhead Ajax for a. Minute: Some 7 
3 . gar 
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s, 77% will poach me up with a long Pole! and then the 
Rogues may kill one another upon free Coſt, and have 
y, vo Body left to laugh at *em: — FE 
Now Deſtruction! now Deſtruction ! 1 
Enter Hector and Troilus driving in the Greeks. 
Hect. to Therf. Speak what Part thou fight'ſt on! 
Therſ. I fight not at all, I am for neither Side. 


Art thou of Blood and Honour? 
very filthy Rogue. | 
Hef. I do believe thee ; live. 
Therſ. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but 


Troilus returning. What Priſoner have you there ? 
Hect. A Gleaning of the War, a Rogue he ſays. 


Therſ. Hold, hold; what is't no more but diſpatch a 
for Greece; I hate Greece, and by my good Will wow'd 


Country, and betray'd by my Parents to be born there. 
jans: And beſides, I have a mortal Enemy among the Grecians, 
0 . ene Diomede, a damned Villain, and cannot die with à 

ſafe Conſcience till I have firſt murther'd him, 

Troil. Shew me that Diomade, and thou ſhalt live. 
 Therſ. Come along with me, and I'll conduct thee to 


m B. Calchas his Fent, where J believe he's now making War 


in e- Wvith the Prieſt's Daughter | | | 

pon a Hef. Here we muſt part, our Deſtinies divide us: 

Let us other and Friend, farewel. . 5 

ear of 770i. When fhall we meet? l [part. 

Het, When the Gods pleaſe ; if not, we once muſt 

Look: on yon Hill their ſquander'd Troops unite. 
Troil. If I miſtake not, tis their laſt Reſerve : 

The Storm's blswn o'er, and thoſe but Aſter-Drops. 
Hef. I wiſh our Men be not too far engag' d; 

or few we are and ſpent, as having born 

le Burthen of the Day: But, hap what can, 
hey ſhall be charg'd: Achilles mult be there; 

und him I ſeek, or Death. _ 3. 80 


Het. Thou art a Greek, art thou a Match for Hector? 
Ther. No, I am a Raſcal, a ſcurvy railing Knave, a | 
the Devil break thy Neck: for frighting me. [ Afidt. 5 


71i/. Diſpatch him and away. [Going to kill bin. 
Man and away! J am in no ſuch Haſte : I will not die 


ne er Fave been born there; I was miſtaken into that 


"Diets. 
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Nor wearied Limbs confeſs Mortality, 


Vou may diſcern em _ ſmoaking Track; 


Againſt the Rifing, ſpent with painful March, 
And by looſe Footing caſt on Heaps together. 


And forces us to pay for our own Coz nage 


Eixes it the Garbage of a Sacrifice, - [0 


* nn OPIN! 
„ * =? 
7 


* 


Divide our Troops, and take the freſner Half. 
Troil. O Brother! | 
Head. No Diſpute of Ceremony: 


Theſe are enow for me, in faith enow : 
Their Bodies ſhall not flag while I can lead 


Before thoſe Ants that blacken all yon Hill | 

Are crept into their Earth. Farewel. [Exit Heddor. 
Troil. Farewel. Come Greet. . 
Therſ/. Now theſe rival Rogues will clapperclaw one 

another, and I ſhall have the Sport or't. 

+, £5 EL [Exit Troil. air Tlierſitet. 

OO Enter Achilles and Myrmidons. 

Acbil. Which way went Hector? 
Myrmid. Up yon ſandy Hill: 3 


A wavering Body working with bent Hams 
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| Achil. O thou art gone! thou ſweeteſt, beſt of Friends, 
Why did J let thee tempt the Shock of War, 
Ere yet thy tender Nerves had ftrung thy Limbs, 
And knotted into Strength. Yet, though too late, 
T will, I will revenge thee, my Patroclns ! | Hi 


Nor ſhall thy Ghoſt thy Murtherer's long attend, Fo 
But thou ſhalt hear him calling Charon back, | 
Ere thou art wafted to the farther Shore. 


Make Haſte, my Soldiers; give me this Day's Pains ( 
For my dead Friend : Strike every Hand with mine, ( 


Till He&or breathleſs on the Ground we lay! We 
Revenge is Honour, the ſecureſt Way. [Ex.avith Myrm. WW But 


Enter Therſites, Troilus, - 'T rojans. C 
Ther/. That's Calchas's Tent. ET 
Troil. Then that one Spot of Earth contains more Fal. Bets 
Than all the Sun ſees in his Race beſide. [ hood, To 
That I ſhou'd truſt the Daughter of a Prieft! Fate 
Prieſthood, that makes a Merchandiſe of Heav'n! 
Prieſthood, that ſells ev'n to their Pray'rs and Bleſſings: 


Therſ. Nay cheats Heav'n too with Entrails and * 
| $i 
An 
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And keeps the beſt for private Luxu 
Troil. Thou haſt deſerv'd thy Life y wo curſing Priefts: : 
Let me embrace thee ; thou art beautiful : 
That Back, that Noſe, thoſe Eyes are beautiful : 
Live; thou art honeſt, for thou hat'ſt a Prieſt. 
 Therſ. [Afide.] Farewel Trojan; if I'ſcape with Life, 
as I hope, and thou art knock'd o'th' Head, as I ho 
or. too, I ſhall be the firſt that ever *ſcap'd the Reven on 
Prieft after gag, im ; and thou wilt not be the Fant, I 
ne WI propheſy, that a Prieſt will bring to Ruin. [Ex. Ties. 
Troil. Methinks my Soul is row2'd with her laſt Work; 
et. Has much to do, and little Time to ſpare. 
She ſtarts within me, like a Traveller 
Who Cuggiſhly out- ſlept his Morning Hour, 
And mends his Pace to reach his Inn betimes. 
| Noiſe awithin, Follow, follow. 
A Noife of Arms ! the Traytor may be there : 
Or elſe, perhaps, that conſcious Scene of Love, 
The Tent, may hold him; yet I dare not ſearch, 
nds, MW For oh, I fear to find him in that Place. [Exit Troilus; 
? Enter Calchas and Creflida. | 
Creſ. Where is he? I'll be juſtify'd, or die. 
Cale. So quickly vaniſh'd ! he was here but now : 
He muſt be gone to ſearch for Diomede, 
For Diomede told me, here they were to fight. 
Cre/. Alas! 
Calch. You muſt prevent, and not complain. 
Cre/. If Troilus die, I have no Share in Life. : 
Caleb. If Diomede fink beneath the Sword of Troilus, | 
We loſe not only a Protector here, 7 ke 
But are debar'd all future Means of F light. 
Cre/. What then remains ? 
Calc. To interpoſe betimes 
Betwixt their Swords; or if that cannot be. 
To intercede for him who ſhall be vanquiſh'd, 
Fate leaves no middle Courſe.— [Ex. Calchas, 
£ Claſhi "g within. a 
* Creſ. Ah me! I hear em: 
And fear tis paſt Prevention. 
Enter Diomede, retiring before Troilus, and 
falling as he enters. 


frail, Now beg thy Life, or r die. 


Diom. 


» 


116 TRAOIILVSs and CRESS1D1. 
Diom. No: uſe thy Fortune: 
T loath the Life, which thou cariſt give, or take. 
_ . Trail. Scorn'ſt thou my Mercy, Villain take 
thy Wiſh—— . Ifſpeak. 
Cre ſ. Held, hold 1 Hand, my Lord, and hear me 
I F Troilus turns back: in aubich time Diomede 7i/; - 
Trojans and Greeks enter, and rank themſclur 
on both Sides of their Captain s. Bk 
oil. Did I not hear the Voice of perjur'd Creſida? 
'Com'ſt thou to give the laft Stab to my Heart: 
As if the Proofs of all thy former Falſhood 
Were not enough convincing, com'ſt thou now 
To beg my Rival's Life? 5; Rt 
Whom, oh, if any Spark of Trath remain'd, 
Thou could'ſt not thus, ev'n to my Face prefer. 
Creſ. What ſhall I fay ! that you ſuſpect me falſe, 
Has ſtruek me dumb ! but let him live, my Troi/us, 
By all our Loves, by all our paſt Endearments, 
I do adjure thee ſpare him, 
Pon. "Hell and Death! | :.. 
| _ Cre/. If ever I had Power to bend your Mind, 
Believe me ſtill your faithful Creyfda : 
And though my Innocence appear like Guilt, 
Becauſe I make his forfeit Life my Suit, 
Tis but for this, that my Return to you 
Wou'd be cut off for ever by his Death. 
My Father, treated like a Slave, and ſcorn'd, 
My ſelf in hated Bonds a Captive held. 5 
Typo. Cou'd J believe thee, cou'd I think thee true, 
In Triumph wou'd JI bear thee back to is 6 | 
Though Greece could rally all her ſnatter d Troops, 
And ſtand embattel'd to oppoſe my Way. 
But, oh, thou Syren, I will tap my Ears 
To thy enehanting Notes; the Winds ſhall bear 
Upon their Wings, thy Words more light than they, 
Cre. Alas! I but diſſembled Love to him; 
If ever he had any Proof beyond 
What Modeſty. might give, — 
Diom. No ! witneſs this = [Ide Ring ſon 
There, take her, Trojar ;. thou deſerv' & her belt; 
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I good, kind-natur'd, well-blieving Fools 
Are Treaſures to a Woman. 


take I was a jealous, hard, vexatious 1 

eak. And doubted ev'n this Pledge, "ill full Poſſemon: 
- me ut ſhe was honourable to her Word, | 

iſer: And 1 . no juſt Reaſon to complain. 


Cre. O, unexampled, frontleſs Impudence ! [ 7 roilus, 


Diom. Nay, grieve not: I reſign her freely up; 
Tm fatisfy'd : and dare engage for Crefſida, 1 1 
That if you have a Promiſe of her Perſon, 

She ſhall be willing to come out of Debt. 


Creſſ. ¶ Kneeling. |My only Lord, by all thoſe holy Vow | 


Which, if there be a Power above, are binding, 
Or if there be.a Hell below, are fearful, 
le, May every Imprecation, which your Rage 
ty Can wiſh on me, take Place, If I am falte. 
Diom. Nay, ſince you're ſo concern'd to be believ'd, 
I'm ſorry I have preſs'd my Charge ſo far; | 
Be what you won d he thought: 1 can be grateful. 


Trail. Grateful! Oh Torment! now J ell's bleweſt 


Flames 

Receive her quick; with all her Crimes upon her. 
Let ber ſink ſpotted down. Let the dark Hoſt 
Make Room; and point: and hiſs her as ſhe goes. 
Let the moſt branded. Ghoſts of all her Sex 
Ie and cry, Here mes à blacker Fiend. 

t her 

Creſſ. Enough my Lord: you've ſaid enough : "hh 
This taithleſs, perjur'd, bated Creſſi da, 
Shall be no more the Subject of your Curſes: 
Some ſew Hours hence, and Grief had done your Work: 
But then your Eyes had miſs d the Satisfaction 
A Which thus I oo ou . $a he bo 
they. She th run to her. 

Diom. Help; 1 — help. A ON 


Cre. Sund off; and Racks me not, thou Traitor Dis- 
But you, my only Trailus, come naa: [iuede. 


erm Truſt me, the Wound which I have giy'n this Breaſt 
elt; 1 far leſs — than the Wunden gave it. 


ata rt and cste rn. 117 3p 


Troil. Hell ſhow me ſuch another tortur'd Wretch, as 
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Oh, can you yet believe that I am true? 
|  Troil. This were too much, ev'n if thou had'ſt been falſe! 
But, Oh, thou pureſt, whiteſt Innocence, 


(For ſuch I know thee now) too late I know it! 
May all my Curſes, and ten thouſand more 
Hesvier than the 2 fall bacle upon my Head. 
Pelion and O//a from the Giants Graves, 
Be torn by ſome avenging Deity, 
And hurl'd at me, a bolder Wretch than they, 
Who durſt invade the Skies! 
_ Cre. Hear him not Heavens! 
But hear me bleſs him with my lateſt Breath: 
And ſince I queſtion not your hard Decree, 
'That doom'd my Days unfortunate, and few, 
Add all to him, you take away from me; 
And I die happy, that he thinks me true. [Dien 
Troil. She's gone for ever, and ſhe bleſt me dying 
Cou'd ſhe have curs'd me worſe ! ſhe dy'd for me; 
And, like a Woman, I lament for her: 
Diſtration pulls me ſeveral Ways at once, 
Here Pity calls me to —_— out my Eyes, 


—_ then turns me ba n my ſelf, 
And bids me ſeek no more, * finiſh here: 
LSwerd to his Brea. 


Ha, ſmil'ſt thou Traytor, chou inſtruct ſt me beſt, 
And turn'ſt my juft Revenge to puniſh thee. 
"IAU worlt, for mine has been beforehand with 
ee 
I triumph 1 in thy vain Credulity, 
Which levels thy deſpairing State to mine : 
But yet thy Folly, to believe a Foe 
Makes thine the ſharper, and more ſhameful Loſs. 
 Troil. By my few Moments of remaining Life, 
I did not hope for any future Joy; 
But thou haſt given me Pleaſure ere I die, 
'To puniſh ſuch a Villain..—— Fight apart 
[To his Soldier 
For Heaven and Hell have mark'd him out for me, 
And A 5 rat © n Ma louk 9 
| [Troiw, 


. 
oy — 
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| Soldier if 
r me, 


od 
[Troilw, 


__ 
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I Troilus and Diomede fight, and both Parties en- 

gage at the ſame time: the "Trojans make thi 
Greeks retires and Troilus makes Diomede give 
Ground, and hurts him. Trumpets ſound. Achulles 
Enters with his Myrmidons, on the Backs of the 
Trojans, -who fight in a Ring encompaſs'd round : 
Troilus /fing/ing Diomede, gets him down, and 
kills him: and Achilles Kill. Troilus upon him. All 
the Trojans die upon the Place, Troilus /aft. 


Enter Agamemnon, Menelaus, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, 


Ajax, and Attendants. 


Achil. Our Toils are done, and thoſe aſpiring Walls, 
(The Work of Gods, and almoſt mating Heaven,) 
Muſt crumble into Rubbiſh on the Plain. . 
Agam. When mighty Hector fell beneath thy Sword, 
Their old Foundations ſhook, their nodding Towers 
Threatned from high th'amaz'd Inhabitants: 
And Guardian-Gods, for Fear, forſook their Fanes. 


Achil. Patraclus, now be quiet: He&or's dead: 


And as a ſesond Offering to thy Ghoſt, 

Lies Troilus high upon a Heap of Slain : 
And noble Diomede beneath; whoſe Death 
This Hand of mine reveng'd. 5 


Jax. Reveng'd it baſely. 


For Troilus fell by Multitudes oppreſt; * 
And ſo fell Hector, but tis vain to talk. 


Ul/. Hail Aamemnon ! truly Victor now! | 


While ſecret Envy, and while open Pride, 
Among thy factious Nobles Diſcord threw ; 
While publick Good was urg'd for private Ends, 
And thoſe thought Patriots, who diſturb'd it moſt ; 
Then, like — 


That Light which ſhou'd have cheer'd the World, con- 
— : 


d-ſtrong Horſes of the Sun, 


um'd it; 


Now peaceful Order has reſum'd the Reins, 
Old Time looks young, and Nature ſeems renew'd : 
+ Then fince from home-bred Factions Ruin ſprings, 


Let Subjects learn Obedience to their Kings. 


FE xeunt Omnes. 
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ESE E Cre] Critics Yor ane into Poſſum; 
For, in their lowring Looks I read. Damnation: , 
pet a Satyr, and ] ſeldom fail; © 


Y — Tm f. eee "tis. my Part to vail. 
Du Britifh 


Wat fand ſo thick, one tannet miſs the Flock, 
Poets hae cauſe to dread a keeping Pit, 


A, f the Old Trojan Stock, 


When Women's Cullies come to judge of Wit. 
As aue flrew Ratrs-bane when we Vermin fear, 
Naber worth our Coft to ſcatter Hool baue here. 
* after all our judging ups avere —_— 
Dull Poets: tos ſhou'd hade a Doſe reſerv'd 


Huch Reprobates, as paſt all Senſe of amis, 


rite on, and nd er are ſatisfy'd with damning; 


Vert, thoſe, to whomethe Stage does not belong, 
Such aoboſe Poration.only is to Jong; 


= At moſt ts Prologue, whom, for Want of time, 


Poets take in for Fourney-work i in Rhime. 
But I want Cut/es for thoſe mighty Shoals 
Of ſcribbling Chloris's, an Phyllis Pools, 


Thoſe Qaphs /hou'd be roſtrain d, during their Lives 


From Pen and Int, as Madmen are from Knives. 


I co d rail on, but teuere a Task as wain, 


As preaching Truth at Rome, or Mit in Spain: 


Tut to hu fxg — _ was worth my trying 3 


John Li nf pr A ges by defying : 


If guilty, yer wry 9th” Church's Bluſing, 


* Comte ith — OY” withous. 6 cone, forge. 
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